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TOM THUMB. 

In Arthur's court Tom Thumb did live, 

A man of mickle might. 
The best of all the Table Rouad 

And eke a doughty knight. * 

His stature but an inch in height. 

Or quarter of a span. 
Then think you not this little knight. 

Was proved a valiant man ? 

■ - . . , \ 

His father was a plough-man plain. 

His mother milk'4 Ae cow. 
But yet the way to get a son. 

This couple knew not how. 

VOL, IV, , B 
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2 OLD BALLADa 

Until such time this good old man - 

To learned Merlin* goes. 
And there to him his deep desires 

In secret manner shows. 

How in his heart he wish'd to have 

A child in time to come. 
To be his heir, though it might be 

No bigger than his thumb. 

Of which old Merlin thus foretold. 

That he his wish should h&ve. 
And so this son of stature small. 

The charmer to him gave. 

Np blood nor bones in him should be. 

In shape and being such. 
That men should hear him speak, but not 

His wandering shadow touch. 

Biit so unseen to go or come 

Whereas it pleased him still 5 
Begot and bom in half an hour 

To fit his father's will. 

And in four minutes grew so fast, 

That he became so tall 
As was the ploughman's thumb in height. 

And so they did him call 

♦ Mr. Ellis has given a very cntertaimng history of this 
learned personage in the first volume of his Metrical 
Romances. 
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Tom Thumb, the which the fa^y queen 
ITiere gave him to his name. 

Who with lier train of goblins grim> 
Unto his christning came.. . 

Whereas she clothed him richly braii«, 

In garments fine and fair. 
Which lasted him for many years 

In seemly sort to wear. 

His hat made pf an oa)cen leaf. 

His shirt a spider's web. 
Both light and soft for those his limbs * 

That were so~smally bred. 

His hose and doublet thistle down. 

Together weav'd full fine. 
His stockings of an apple green. 

Made of the outward rind* 

His garter$ were two little hairs, 
Puird from his mother's eye ; 

His boots and shoes a mouse's skin. 
There tann'd most curiously* 

Thus like a lusty gallant he 

Adventured forth to go, 
With other children in the streets 

His pretty tricks to show. 
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OLD BALLADS. 

Where he for counters, pins, and points,,. 

And cherry stones did phy, 
^ill he amongst those gamesters young 

Had lost his stock away. 

Yet could he soon renew the same. 

When as most nimbly he 
Would dive into their cherry bags 

And there partaker be. 

Unseen or felt by any one. 
Until a scholar shut 

_ • * 

This nimble youth into a box. 
Wherein his pins he put^ 

Of whom to be reveng'd, he took 
(In mirth and pleasant game) 

Black pots, and glasses, which he hung- 
Upon a bright sun-beam. ' 

The other boys to do the like. 
In pieces, broke them quite \ . 

For which they were most soundly whipt,, 
Whereat he laugh'd outright. 

And so Tom Thumb restrained was 
Fropa these his sports arid play. 

And by his mother after that 
Compeird at home to stay* 
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Whereas ,about a Christmas time. 

His father' a hog had kill'd^ 
And Tom would see the pudding made^ 

For fear they should be spill'd,* 

He sat upon the pudding bowl. 

The candle for to hold. 
Of which there is unto this day 

A pretty pastime told. ^ 

For Xoro fell in,-and could not be 

For ever after found. 
For ih the blood and batter he 

Was strangely lost and drowned. 

Where searching long, butllU in vain. 

His mother after that 
Into a pudding thrust her son. 

Instead of minced fat* 

Which pudding of the largest size. 

Into the kettle thrown. 
Made all the rest to fly thereout, . 

As with a whirlwind blown. 

For so it tumbled up and down 

Within the liquor there. 
As if the devil had been boil'd, 
. Such was his mother's fear. 

* i, e. spoiled. 
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« OLD BALLADS. 

That up she took the pudding straight, 

And^ve it at the door , 
Unto a tinker which from thence 

In his black budget bore. 

But as the tinker climb'd a stile. 

By chance he let a crack. 
Now gip, old knave^ out-cried Tom Thumb, 

There hanging at his back. 

At which the tinker gan to run, 
^ ' And would no longer stay. 

But cast both bag and pudding down. 
And thence hied fast away. 

Prom which Tom Thumb got loose at last. 

And home returned again. 
Where he from following dangers long 

kx safety did remain. 

Until stich time his mother went 

A milking of her kine. 
Where Tom unto a thistle fest 

She linked with a twine. 

A thread that held him to the same, 

For fear the blustring wind 
Should blow him thence, that so she might - 

Her son in safety find. 
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But mark the hap — a <:ow came by, 

And up the thistle eat* 
Poor Tom withal^ ^lliat, as a dock^ 

Was made the red cow's meat. . 

Who being miss'd, his mother went 

Him calling every where. 
Where art thou, Tom ? where ar^ thou, Tom ? 

Quoth he, here, mother, here : 

Within the red cow*s belly here. 

Your son is swallowed up, . 
The which into her fearful heart 

Most careful dolouxs put. 

Mean while^tbe cow was troubled much. 

In this her tumbling womb^ 
And could not rest until that she 

Had backward cast Tom Thumb. 

Who all besmeared as he was. 

His mother topk him up. 
To bear him hence, the which, poor lad. 

She in her pocket put. , * 

V 

Now. after this, in sowing time. 

His father would him have 
Into the field to drive bis plough. 

And thereupon him gave. 
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A whip made of a barley straw^ 

To drive.the cattle on : 
Where in a ftirrow'd land new sown 

Poor Tom was lost and gone. 

Now by a raven of great strength, 
. Away he thence was borne. 
And earned in the carrion*s beak 
Even like a grain of com. 

Unto a giant's castle top. 
In which he let him fall. 

Where spon the giant swallowed up 
His body, clothes and all. 

But in hi« belly did Tom Thumb 

So great a rumble make. 
That neither day nor night he could 

The smalleist quiet take. 



* \ 



V 



Until the giant had him spued 

Three miles into the sea. 
Whereas a fish soon took him up, • 

And bore him thence away. 

W6ich lusty fish was after caught. 

And to king Arthur sent. 
Where Tom was found, and made his dwarf^ 

Whereas his days he spent. 
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Long time m lively jollity, 

Belov'd of all the court. 
And none like Tom was then esteemed 

Among the noble sort.. 

Amongst his^deeds of courtship done, 

'His highness did command. 
That he should dance a galliard brave 

Upon his queen's left hand. 

The which he did, and for the same 

The king his signet gave. 
Which Tom about the middle wore 

Long time a girdle brave. 

Now after this the king would not 

Abroad for pleasure go. 
But still Tom Thumb must ride with him. 

Placed on his saddle-bow. 

Where on a time when as it rain'd, 
Tom Thumb most nobly crept 

In at a button hole, where he 
Within his bosom slept. 

And being ne^ his highness heart. 

He crav'd a wealthy boon, 
A liberal ^ft, the which the king 

Commanded to be done. 
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For to relieve Jiis father's wants^ 
- And mother's being old ; 
Which was so much of silver coin 
As well his arms could hold/ 

And so tfway goes lusty Tom, 
With three pence on his back^ 

A heavy burthen, which might make 
His wearied limbs to cj^ck.' 

So travelling two days and nights, 
With labour and great pain. 

He came into the house whereas 
His parents did remain* 

Which was but half a mile in space 
Froni good king Arthur's court,. 

The which in eight andforfy hours 
He went in weary sort. 

But coming to his father's door. 
He there such entrance had. 

As made his parents both rejoice, 
And he thereat was glad. 

His mother in her apron took 
Her gentle son in haste. 

And hy the fire side, within 
A walnut shell, him placed* 
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Whereas they feasted him three days. 

Upon a hazle nut. 
Whereon he rioted so long 

He them to charges pnt. 

And thereupon grew wondrous sick 
Through eating too much meat^ 

Which was sufficient for a month 
For this great man to eat. 

But now his business call'd him forth^ 

King Arthur's court to see, 
Whereas no longer from the same 

He could a stranger be. 

But yet a few small April drops^ 

Which settled in the way. 
His long and weary journey forth 

Did hinder and so stay. 

Until his careful fether took 

A birding trunk in sport, 
And with one blast blew this his son 

Into king Arthur's CQurt. 

Now he with tilts and tournaments 

Was entertained so. 
That all the best of Arthur's knights 

Pid bun much pleasure show. 
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As good Sir Launcelot of the Lake,* 

Sir Tristram, and Sir Guy, 
Yet none compared with brave Tom Thumb 

For knightly chivabry. 

In honour of which noble day, 

And for his lady's sake, 
A challenge in king Arthur's courtx n . 

Tom Thumb did bravely make. 

* 

Gainst whom these noble knights did run. 

Sir Chinon and the rest. 
Yet still Tom Thumb with matchless might 

Did bear away the best. 

* The venerable Caxton becomes eloqueat in the praise 
of th«se worthies ; '> ye knyghtes of Englond where is the 
custome and vsage of noble chyualry that was vsed in tho 
daj^s, what dp ye now but go to the baynes and j^ay at 
dyse. And<«ome not well adiiysed use not honest and good 
rule ageyn aUe ordre of knighthjode. Leue this, leue it and 
rede the noble volumes of saynt Graal, of Lancelot, of 
Galaad, of Trystram, of Perse Forest, of Percy ual, of 
Gawayn, and many mo. There shalle ye see manhode cur- 
tosye, and gentlenesse.'' See the Book of the Ordre of Chy- 
ualry, 1484. And agaip, " O blessyd Lord, whan I remembre 
the grete and many volumes of seynt Graal, Ghalehot, and 
Launcelotte de Lake, Gawayne, Perceual, Lyonel, and 
Tristram, and many other of whom were ouer long to 
rel]^erce, and also to me unknowen. But th' ystorye of th« 
sayd Arthur is so glorious and shyning that he is staUed in 
tbe fyjrst place of the mooste noble, beste, auid worthyest of 
the cristen men." See Godefrey of Boloyne, 1481. 

For the exploits of some of the above-mentioned wor- 
thies, the reader may consult Way's Fabliaux^ Ritson's 
Metrical Romances, Ellis's work on the same subject, and 
Scot's edition of the Romance of Sir Tristrem. 



V ^ 



OLD BALLADS. * 13 

At last Sir Lancelot of the Lake 

In manly sort came in. 
And with this stout and hardy knight 

A battle did begin. 

Which made the courtiers all aghast. 

For there that valiant nian 
Through Launcelot's steed, before them all. 

In niml;)le ma(nner ran. 

Yea, horse and all, with spear and shield. 

As hardly he was seen. 
But only by king Arthur's self 
, And his admired queen. 

Who from her linger took a ring, 

Through which Tom Thumb made way. 

Not touching it, in nimble sort. 
As it was done in play. 

y 

He likewise cleft the smallest hair 

From his fair lady's head. 
Not hurting hei: whose even hand 

Him lasting honours bred* 

Such were his deeds and noble acts • 

In Arthur's court there shown. 
As like in all the .world beside . 

Was hardly seen or known. 



14 OLD BALLADS. 

I 

Now at these sports he toiled himself 

That he a sickness took. 
Through which all manly exercise 

He carelessly forsook. 

Where lyipg on his bed sore sick^ 
King Arthur's doctor came. 

With cunning skill by physic's art. 
To ease and cure the same. 

His body being so slender small. 

This cunning doctor took 
A fine prospective glass, with which 

He did in secret Ibok, 

Into his sickened body down. 
And therein saw that death 

Stood ready in his wasted guts 
To seize his vital breatb. 

His arms and legs eonsum'd as small 

As was a spjder's web. 
Through which. his dying hour grew on. 

For all his limbs grew dead. 

His face no bigger than an ant's. 
Which hardly could be seen, 

The loss of which renowned knight 
Much griev'd the king and queen. 
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And so with peace and quietness 

He left this earth below ; 
And up into the fairy land 

His ghost did fading go. 

Whereas the fairy queen received. 

With heavy mourning cheer. 
The body of this valiant knight, 

Whom she esteemed so dear. 

For with her dancing nymphs in green. 

She fetch'd him from his bed. 
With music and sweet melody 

So soon as life was fled. 

For whom King Arthur and his knights 

Full forty days did mourn, 
And in remembrance of his name 

That was so strangely bom,. 

He built a tomb of marble gray. 

And year by year did come 
To celebrate the mournful day. 

And burial of Tom TKumb. 

Whose fame still lives in England here. 

Amongst the country sort ; 
Of whom our wives and children small 

« 

Tell tales of pleasant sport. 
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The Murder of the two Brothers, Lewis and Ed- 
mund West, by the Sons of the Lord Daisy. 

• • t 

[From a manuscript in the Ashmole Muieum, Oxford^} 

X N histories of old to read 
. He that doth exercise, 
' Adventures strange may, see indeed. 
Apparent to his eyes. 

As I myself have read, no doubt, . / ^ 

In authors manj one, 
Wherein the acts hath been set out • 

Of many dead and gone. ^ 

c ■ - 

Of some which in their lives have done 
. Acts dign* of note and famer: 
And some "have wrought whereby was won 
Notes of reproach and.blame* 

And as the worthy to our sight 

Are glasses to ensue. 
So are the others mirrors right 

Of shame for to eschew. 

* Worthy^ 
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I 

Of Hercules and Jason strong 

I cahnot shew the facts. 
Of Hector eke it were too long 

To name hk noble acts. 

Of Achilles and Troilus sure 

-The deeds w(»rthy and greal^ 
It passeth far of me the cure 

At tlm^me to intreat. 

Of Launcelot and strong Tristram 

I cannot speak this hour. 
Which were alway where they became 

Of chivalry the flower.* 

With those and more which like them were 
* In worthiness . and strength. 
Which at the b«t by envy's snare> 
Ck)nsumed were at length. 

The cause whereof the truth to tell 

Is easy for to name. 
Even that they did so ftur excel 
- In worthiness and fame. 

Which thing in theme some did envy 

So, for the truth to siqr. 
That by all memis they did apply. 

To bring them out a-tiie-way. 

VOL. IV. C 
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Some through guilt and truthless train . 

To death no doubt were brought \ 
Some cruelly of jar were slain. 

As hate the cause had wrought. 

Yet was there none among them all 
Slain with more cruel spight. 

Than one, whom now to mind I call 
^Whose name, Lewis West, hight.* 

A. goodly gentleman and squire^ 

As any in this land ; 
And dwelling was within Yorkshire, - 

You shall well understand. 

I know not well what the cause was. 
Whereof the hate did springy 

Kut how indeed it came to pass^ 
I will declare the thing. 

Both John and George by name. 

Sons unto the lord Darsy, 
As men whose hearts iere\ did Jiame, 

Void of all grace and mercy. 

The xvii. day of April plain^ 

To make hereof short tales^ 
Assaulted him to have him slain. 

At his own house at Wales.X 

* Wascalled. t Ire ? 

% la Yorkshire, nine miles from Sheffield. 
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Having with them twelve men indeed. 

Their quarrel to assist. 
Yet at /that time they could not speed. 

But of their purpose mist. 

At Ayton the vii. day of May 

With seventeen more right tall, ^ 
They did assault and much assay 

Upon him eke to fell. 

But Lewis West, that geiitle squire. 

As evidence is rife. 
Did ever more of them desire. 

Not to attempt such strife. 

The lord Darsy yet made behest. 

And 'did there undertake. 
Between his sons and Lewis West, 

An unity to make. 

This Lewis West he meant none ill. 

But thought all had been sure. 
But they no doubt went forward still. 

His dea^ for to procure. 

And at the feit at Rotherham 

Appeared very well. 
Which on the next Monday then came ; 

In Whitsun week it fell. 
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Thither rode Lewis West fiilhstraight. 
And Edmund West, his brother ; 

Twelve tall yeomen on him did wait^ 
His servants, and none other. 

Both John and George Darsy also 
Came thither with their band. 

And all that day about did go 
Wkh him to fell in hand. 

But when the same it would not be. 
They did consult full straight. 

And soon between themselves agree. 
Homeward him to await. 

Which done ihey rode there ways afore 
To Ayeton^ three mile thence 5 

And lay in wait with men three score. 
Armed to make defence. 

JWith privy coats, and shirts of ioiiail. 
With weapons of each kind, 

Wherewith they thought them to assail,^ 
Afore and eke behind. 

Thereof nought wist the brethren twain, 
Lewis, and Edmund West^" 

But rode together home again. 
At time when they thought best. 
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But as they rode homeward that tide 

At once- withouten let. 
They found tliemselves on every side 

With enemies beset. 

^^ Good brother," then said Lewis West, 

*' We are, I see, betray'd, 
^^ Yet let us now do even our best," 
' Whereto then Edmund said, 

^^ Whikt I,'" quoth he, '^ may lift my hand, 

^^ Having my life and breath, 
*^ With thee, my brother, I will stand 

*^ Unto the very death/' 

The gentle squire to his men spake. 

Asking of them that stound. 
If they with him such part would take. 

As he would on the ground. 

To whom they answered by and bye. 

Saying, ^^ We are thy men 
^^ And with thee will both five and die, 

" Though each of them were ten/' 

With that, John Darsy forth did break. 

And said to Lewis West, 
*' I have a word with thee to speak, 

^* To draw thy sword is best/' 
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'^ I have no thing with you a-do," 
Then said that gentle squire, 

^^ But homewards on our way to go, 
*^ Let us, I you desire." 

John Darsy then to him did say, 

*^ A very knave thou art, 
^^ And or thou pass from me away 

*' My sword shall pierce thy heart/* 

/ 

West said unto the Darsy then, 
** The match is nothing like, 

'^ Thajt ten or twelve against one man 
^^ At once should fight or strike/' 

^* A gentleman I jknow you be, 
'* And so your weight* am I, 



With shame therefore mordiuref not me, 
" But thus the matter try/* 



"Come you, and four of your best men, 
*' At once, and fight with me, 

^* And further more if you will then, 
'^ To each of my men three/* 

'^ And if you chance to slay me now, 
I do you clean remit. 
And if I chance for to' slay you, 
*^ Thereof do me acquit/* 

* Weight, i. e. equal. f Murd«r* 



€6 



OLD BALLADS. 23 

The Darsys then made no delay, 

With all their rout y-fere. 
But all at once did them assay. 

To slay that worthy squire. 

Who with his sword and buckler strong. 

Against them made defence. 
But that, alas ! could not be long 

Against that violence. 

His sword was broken to his hand. 

Wherewith he manly fought. 
Which his enemies should else have found. 

And haply dear have bought. 

One pierced there the body thorough. 

Of that right worthy wight. 
Unto his brother's mortal sorrow. 

Which saw that doleful sight. 

Yet clasped he the Darsys twain. 

And cast them to the ground ; 
And had them both undoubted slain. 

Had they not succour found. 

Which him anoH from them off tost. 

And threw him down aside. 
Who forth withall gave up the ghost. 

And there amongst them died. 
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Yet Edmund West, his brother dear. 

Bestrode him in that ease; 
Till he was Tell'd, and dead right near. 

As they thought in that place. 

A piper with the Darsys was, 

I know not well his name, 
Which cried loud, and said, " Alas ! 

'^ This is too great a sbame.'*^ 

One of the Darsys heard that word. 

And as a man past grace, 
Pierced him thorough with his sword. 

Right in that present place. 

Which thing once done, they 'fled indeed. 
With all their band there was, 

God send all such ones ill to speed. 
And here to live short days. 

The squire, and one of his men there. 

Lay dead upon the ground. 
And all the rest that living were, 

ELad many a grievous wound. 

God §end them well to live and fare. 
And ease of all their smarts, ^ \ 

And for the other sort prepare^ 
That which is their deserts; 



\ 
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Which is most condign punishment^ 

Ai^d death for their offence. 
And give them grace for to repent. 

Of theij departure hence. 

A shameful thing it is to ken. 

And also most unfit, ^ 
That ever any gentlemen, 

Such cruel [ty] should commit. 

A warning, lord, ^rant this to be 

For them to flee such mys. 
j&ven thou that died upon a tree. 

To bring us to the bKss. 



Hl 



THE POOR CHILD. 

Ta8ier> the author of The Five Hundred Points of good 
Husbandry* and who was bom in the re^n of Henry VIII. 
relates, that, being- a child, and having been sent by his 
father to a music school, as was the practice in those 
limes, he was removed to Wallingford college, where he 
remained till he was seized by virtue of one of those pla- 
cards which at that time were issued out to impresf boyf 
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for the service of the several choirs in this kingdom, and 
that at last he had the good fortune to be settled at St. 
Paul's, where he had Redford, a skilful musician, for his 
master. From St. Paul's he went to Eton, then to 
Trinity-hall in Cambridge, but soon left the University, 
and at different times was resident in various pairts of the 
kingdom, where he was successively a musician, school- 
master, serving-man, husbandman,'grazier, and poet, but ' 
never throve in any of these seveni vocations. The Five 
Hundred Points of Husbandry is written in familiar verse, 
and abounds with many curious particulars that bespeak 
the manners, the .customs, and modes of living in this 
country, from the year 1520 to abouthalf a century after ; 
besides which it discovers such a degree" of oeconomical 
wisdom in the author, such a sedulous attention to the 
honest arts of thriving, such a general love of mankind, 
such a regard to justice, and a reverence for religion, that 
we not only lament his misfortunes, but wonder at them ; 
and are at a loss to account for his dying poor, who under- 
stood so well the method to become rich. — See Hawkins's 
History of Music, Vol. 111. 

It came to pass, that born I was. 
Of linage good and gentle blood. 
In Essex Layer, in village fair, 
^ that Rivenhall hight :* 

Which village lide by Banktree side. 
There sp6nd did I mine infancy ; 
There then my name in honest fam« 
remained in sight. 

* Was called. 
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1 yet but young, no spefech of tongue^ 

Nor tea^ withal that often fall ' 

From mother's eyes when child out cries 

to part her fro 5 ' 
Could pity make good father take. 
But out I must to sing be thrust ; 
Say what I would, do what I could, 

his mind was so. ' 

O painful time ! for every crime . 
What toosed ears, like baited bears ! 
What- bobbed lips, what perks, what nips, 

what hellish toys ! 
What robes ! how rare ! what college fere ! 
What bread how stale ! what penny ale ! 
Then Wallingford how wert thou abhor'd . 

j){ silly boys ! 

■ 

Thence for my voice, I must (no choice) 
Away of force like posting horse. 
For sundry men had placards then 

such child to take : 
The better breast, the lesser rest* 
To serve the queere, now there now here 5 
For time so spent I may repent, 

and sorrow make. 

♦ * The better brest, the lesser rest, 
la singing, the sound is originally produced by the action 
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But mark' the chanfce, myself to 'vance. 
By friendship's lot to Paul's I got ; 
So found I grace a certain space 

still to remain , 

With Redford* there, the like no where 
For cunning such and virtue much. 
By whom some part of music art 

so did I gain. 

From Paul's I went, to Eton sent 
To learn straightways the Latin phrase. 
Where fifty three stripes given to me 
at once I had : 

the lungs ; which are are so essential an organ in this re- 
spect, that to have a good breast was formerly a common 
periphrasis to denote a good singer. The Italians make use 
of the terras voce di petto and voce di testa to signify two kinds 
of voice, of which the first is the best. In Shakspeare's 
comedy of Twelfth Night, after the clown is asked to sing, 
Sir Andrew Aguecheek says, > 

< By my troth the fool hath an excellent breast.' 

And in the statutes of Stoke college' in Suffolk, founded by 
Parker, archbishop of Canterbury, is a provision in these 
words: *• Of which said queristers, after their breasts are 
changed [i. e. their voices broke J we will the most apt of 
wit and capacity be helpen with exhibition of forty shill- 
ing's, &c.' — Strype's Life of Parker, p. 9. , ' 
. 4 John Hedford, organist and almoner of St Faul'St Se« 
Hawkins's Hist, of Music, Vol. II. p. 526. 
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For feult but small or none at all. 
It came to pass thus beat I was ; 
See Udall^* see the mercy of thee 
to me poor lad» 



IV. 



THE SYMPATHISING LOVER. 

Written about 1550. 

JOHN is sick and ill at ease, 
I am full Sony for John^s disease ^ 
Alak good John what riiay you please ? • 
I ^hall bear the cost, by sweet ^int Denis. 

* This Udaii was Nicholas Udall, styled by Bayle, * EIc- 
^ gantissimus omnium bonarum literarum magister, et 
* earum feiicissimus interpres ;' and that master of Bton 
school whose seyerity made divers of his scholars run away 
from the school for fear of beating. Roger Ascham tells 
the story in the preface to his Schoolmaster ; and a specimen 
of Udaii 's elegance both inverse and prose may be seen in 
the appendix to Ascham's works in quarto, published by 
John Bennet, 1761 
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She IS so pretty in every degree. 
Good lord who may a goodlier be 
In favour and in ^shion lo will ye see 
But it' were an angel of the Trinity. 

Alak, good John, what may you please ? 

I shall* bear the cost by sweet saint Denis. 

Her countenance with her liniation, 
To him that would of such recreation. 
That God hath ordent in his first formation. 
Might well be called conjuration. 

Alak good John what may you please ? 

I shall bear the cost by sweet saint Denis.' 

She is my little pretty one, 
What should I say ? my mind is gone. 
If she and I were together alone, 
I wis she will not give me a bone, 
AJas good John .shall all my moan 
"Be lost so soon? 



I am a fool. 




Leave this array. 


t 


Another day 


' »-// 


We shall both play. 


, ? 


When we are sole.* 


/ 



♦ Together, or by ourselvet. 
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THE AMOROUS DISTRESS. 

r 

Written abottt 1550. 

riAVS I not cause to moura, alas I 
Ever whiles that my life do dure j 

Lamenting thus my sorrowful case 
In sighs deep without recure ? 
Now rem^mhering my hard adven^re. 

Marvellously making my heart wo : 
Alas ! her looks have pierced me so ! 

Sad is her cheer with colour chrystyne, 
. More fairer of look than fair Ellen, 

Eyes gray, clearer Ithan columbyne. 

Never a sweeter of nature feminine; 

Goodly in port, O what a pastime and joy 

Have i when I behold fier ! 
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7/ 

Wofully oppressed wth sorrow and pain. 
With sighing my heart and body in distress. 

Grievously tormented through disdain, ' 

Lacking the company of my lady and mistress. 
Which to attain is yet remedyless ; 

But God of his grace surely me send 

By sorrows importunate joyfully to amend. 






Is it not sure a deadly pain. 

To you I say that Idir^rs tey^« •• ' 

When faithful hearts must needs refrain 
The one the other for ixx,^^}^ .. ;;^ /\ 
I you assure ye may tni^;^. ^^^^y^ :,\ 
Of all the pains that ev^jj^-l^^^j y.,,^ 
It is a pain that most^ J?u^»^;,jy r,j j 

"'' I -'j "if> ■•-■ J '• •-*■ I''. 



; -j;.;t^oii-?v,:-;^ nl 

.VI Jto c 
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THE LOYAL LOV£R. 

Written about I ftM. 

» • - 

As I lay slequDj^^ 
' In dteami^ Set^iigy ' ■ 
Ever m jr «wfcdthig * 

Is inmy'iiiddd; 
She is so goodly^ 
With lodu so lorely. 
That no man truly 

Such one can find. 

r 

Her beauty so pure^ 
It doth under lure 
My pbor heart fi^ll sure 

In governance ; 
Therefore now will I 
Unto her apply^ 
And ever will cry. 

For remembrance.. 

VOL IV. D 
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Her fair eye piercing. 
My poor heart bleeding, 
And I abidiog, 

In hope of meed; 
But thus have I long 
Entuaed this long, 
With pains full stixing, 

'And oanafit speed. 

Alas will not she ■ ■ ■ 

Now shew her pity, 

But thus will take ae ■ - 

In such disdain i-i': 
Methinketh I fl^ : ■■ ■ 
Unkind that sbe-is^. - - 
That bindeth me tbus. 

In such bard.paiB. 

Though she me 'hina. 
Yet shall she not find 
My poor heart unkind, ■ • ■ 

Do what she oboiy •fn • 
Fori will her" pray,- '. ■•-.■\ 
Whilt^I liveadayi.^-; '': 
Me to take for aye. 

For her own'staa. ■ ■ 
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/ 1,- .: r-^oi ".J :: 

THE LOVER'S EXPOSnO/AtlON. 

WVittim'^oiit 1 550 J - 
(jOMPLAIN I m^ I ^J .. 

And right well sayy.f 

Ijove goeth astray,./?:. ,. ; ... «; 

And waxedrimld ^j^ui ii 

For many a day ? < : y/-i J^,. .;i.i 

Love was my prey, . ;':j ^i \ 

It will alway, : ii/i ... .• 

I am'beguU'd. a* A 






i 



I have thankl^; 

Spent my serv^e, ^ -< • ^] 

And can purcha^. j 

Nog^ce^tall; 
Wherefore doubtless^ . ? 

Such a mistr^, . ,.;, . 
Dame Pitiless^ i^ «. .^ j 

I mafcibgr c^ll. . / 



For sikerly. 
The more that I 
Oa her do try 

On me to tbuik : 
The less .mercy 
In her find l:,; 
Alas I die. 

My heart .^otibi sink. 

Fortune, pardy^ >i. > .« 

Assigneth me . ., i. 

Such cruelty, . . , v. 

Withoutea guilt y ,,/. 
Ought not to be, , „ a . » .. 

I twis pity, .' 
N O shame to see. ^ 

A man so quit* 

That I should sinll 
For my good will, 
I think great ill. 

Against all right y 
It is more ill. 
She should me kilf. 
Whom I love still, -; 

With all my might. 



But to express 
My heaviness^ 
Sith my service 

Is thus forsake *, 
All comfortless^ . ' 
With much distress^ 
In wilderness^ 

I Ute bjeWke. r' 



And thm adiei^ 
Death doth ensua^ 
Without rescue^ 

Her * «^c • • 
I trow a Jew 
On me would rue^ 
Knowing how true 
That I hhvt been. 

It . • ■ . . • 



' . »* 



>. 



«.i .. • . . 
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^ 
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•t I ** • 

vni. 
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THE LOVER'S INDlFFESlENCE. 

If reason did rulei-' ^' ' 

And wit kept school. 
Discretion should tate place. 

And heavie our heaidness. 

Which banish'd quietness 
And made him hide his ffice. 

Sith time halh tried. 
And truth hath spied, 
-That fained faith is flattery 
Why should disdain 
Thus over me reign. 
And hold me in captivity ? 

Why should I cause my heart to break. 
By favouring foolish fantasy. 

Why should despair me all to-tear. 
Why should I join with jealousy ? 



Why should I trust. 

That never was just. 
Or love her that loves many ; 

Or to lament 

Time past and i^ent. 
Whereof there is no recovery. 

ForifthatJ •:- . 

Should thus apply. 
Myself in all I can ; 

Truth to tal^e. place, . 

Whert neiertrutii wai^ ' 
I were a focdish manv ^ .. - « i» * 

Set forth is by science, 
DeclaiB iir.doth experieiice. 
By the fruit ^ta know the. tree ; 
Then if a^fGuniiig %(t^ft. 

It may in no wise be* 

i ''inierc^efaxewelflattieiyyCJ . '• 
Fained faith and jealousy, 

Truth my tale shall tell ; 
Reason now shall rule. 
Wit shall keep the school. 

And bid you all farewel. 
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IX. 



* 



THE BACHELOR'S PLEA AGAINST 

MATBIMONY. 



1 HE bachdor most joyfully. 
In pleastot plight dadi pass^ his daysj 

Good^ fdlowship and company . U . ' 
He doith maintain and keep alway* 



t J 



.- i: 



i i J 



With chmsels brave he may well go/ 

The married man cannot & so, .V 
If he be merry and toy with any^ '*• .^ ' 

His wife will fi|X>wn; and words give ifiany ; 

\* . .... * 

Her yellow hose she straight.will put oh, . 
So that tlie malted man dare' not displ^it^e hisjvifli 
Joan; ' . ' l' ' ' 



/- 






ft • • 
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X. 



CAVEAT AGAINST IDLE RUMOURS. 

-^ •:•-■*•." :\{.TrP. '.1:^,1 ■ I ii.it -st-'i 

Writieb'abodt tte' year 1 550. 

» • 

-> . » • • ■ 

viONSiDBBiNG this^wprlds an4]tb' iiK^Qase.ojFiliGe^ 
Stricken into dumjpi xif^ i^uc\i I mii;^^ 

That no manner of m^bfit he^neT#r/9o:|vis^,., ^^ 
From all ^o^^^Lue^epf c^it^yc^Cfl^ct^fi . ;^ 

And one yice^thisrei^;^ the more it I9 }^d^ .y ^t 
, Mo inconvenience shall grow d^y by flay, ; 
And that is this, let it be refused. . . 

I 1 , • p J 

Give no sure credenc?^ to f<yQXj.\^9s^;^. .. 

Light women's thpugi^ts lyjUj'Aia at large^ - . . 

Whether the t,^e be faU^ or just f ,^ ^, ^r 
Tidings of alehouse or Grave^end barge^ .' 

Bear-baitings, qx barbery shops 13 QOt to trustt 

An enemy's tale is soon distrust^ , 

Ye shall perceive it partial alway, , 
To all the foresaid Feirain we muSt^ . 

To give syre ci%dence to every heaysayf 



.t 
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fi 
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Though hearsay be true, as perchance may fall. 

Yet fix not thy credence too high. 
And though the teller seem right substantial. 

And tell but hearsay, why may he not lie ? 

Then betwixt light credence, aqd a tongue hast}^ 
Surely the guiltless is cast away, * -- 

Condemning the absent that is unworthy, 
Sq passeth a life from hearsay to hearsay. 

Good Lord ! how some will with a loud Toice, 
Tell a talfe after the best feoit, '' ' ' ' 

And sdirfe hearM%bwt%'SWll W^^^ 
To hear of tbcir^agfiB^iwrs^ iH'fd^ \ 

As though it wertf a triatter of coiAfbrt/' • ' 

HereiariiiV charity doth decays -^ 
And some maketh'ttbtft game- and s^rt^^ - '- 

To tell iWife ^'ih^lieari^y. " ^ •'- • Wf 

Tell a good itl\e.6i<i^^t^i^B^^^^ <-"' 

Or of some miracles lately done X 
Some- will believe it! hard aftd fetetity - / ^^ ' 

And take it^ after «fti»4lgfe*feslii0flf-i^'^ ;^ 

We hear say Christ siffef^^paf^teiij - ^ :" > y^- 
And man shaK ftfek^* earth and tby^* /' - ^ 

The richest or stfbnge^f lAow not 'hb^ soon> ^"^ 
Believe %cllitrQW tWs for true is that hearsayt 



: - ; >• 
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SONNET TO THE VIRGIN MARY. 

tFrom a book eiiied ^ St^ecvtlum Ohrtstiani,'* J^titbd hj 

^MadiUbiai^outliSS.] ' 






Ma r y XBOther wdl thou be I ^ 
Mary mother thuik on me ! 
Maiden and mother was never none^ 
Together, lady, sare thou alooe. 



Sweet lady, maiden clean/ 
Shield me from ill shame ^d tene,* 
And out of sin, lady, shield thou me^ 
And out of dette for charity^ 

\ . . . • V • •v 

Lady, for thy joys £ye. 

Get me grace in this life. 

To know and keep over all thing 

Christian faith ^ikI Qod's ]t»i^ing| ' , , . 

And truly,wyim!e..aU'tI^at I];^ed ►.,- . »,- 

To meand mims; clothe Qt)d>fe«d« 



f'. 
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^ Wrath. 
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H«lp me, lady, and all tnine. 
Shield rae, lady, from hell pync;* 
Shield me, lady, from villainy^ 
And from all indcked ccnnpany^ 
Shield me, lady, from all shame^ 

And from all wicked fame, 

< _ . < • ... i 

Sweet lady, maiden mild. 
From all fomen thou iqe 8(jiild> t< 
* That the fiend me notdeere^^ • 

Sweet lady, thou me weere,t ^ '^ 

Both Ey day and by nighty 

Help me, lady, with all thy might, ' ' " '^* 

■ ■• ". • ) ■ • - » y. • ■•- k 

• "■--■'•■ . . J • -f ■ -^ .V 



\> 



•<■ ■» ■ 



. For my friends I J)ray to thee, ' 
That they may saved Be, 
To their souls and thdr life, 
Lady, for thy joyis five, - ^ ^ ^ 

For my fomen I pray also. 

That they may here so do, 

Th^t they nor I in wrath die. 

Sweet lady, I thee pray. 

• 
And they that be in deadly sin. 

Let them never die therein. 

But, sweet lady, thou them rede % 

For to amend their misdeed. 

♦ Pain, t Shield, J Defend. ^ Advi^., 



. '■ I. 



... t 
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Sweet lady^ for me th(yii prajr td> 4ieaven kidg; 
That he me grant housel^ shrift^ and good ebding, 
Jesu for his sweet grace 
In the bliss of heaven also a place. 



Lady, as I trust in thee^ 
This prayer that thou grant me^ 
And I shall^ lady, here by life 
Qreet liiee with Aves five^ 
$weet lady, full of wynne^^ 
Full of grace and god within. 



« ".■'■' 



As thou art flower .of itU thy kin^ j , 

Do t my follies for to blin,:^ 

And shield [me] put of deajlly sin 

Hiat I be never take therein. 

And, noblest lady, grant me 

That ^ly soul for my sin ne damned b«. 






i. 



'* Joy. 



t Cause. 



X Cease. 
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« THE BALADE OF A SHJSPAIU?*?/*;. 

• .t ...» A ■ > 1 

[From the kalendar of Shepb'fiftrdes. Imprytited bf Jidkii 

No.targr;] . • '';\ . !,/i «..••> -^A 

^' Here before tyme this boke was prynted in Parysinto a>r- 
rupt £nglys;ihe, and natiby no.EnglyasIie'wiMili'W^ei^re 
the bokes that were brought into f,^gUs^p9^13iq^Qn^^de 
understande them parfyteljr and no mervavJle/for it i9«jan- 
lykely for a man of that.countre, forto make if ;mtO?bod 
and parfyte Englyssh'ig as'ttihdrdbe/ Tliefl^ofe-ftiMtelj 
nowe it is draw en out of t'rencli. into Ki)gi*p«sA]^W^t 
Instaunce, cost, and charge of Ridiarde ^t»on^'.' 



u.i -./ 



I KNOW that God hath formed me. 
And made me to his own likeness, 
I know that he hath given to me truly 
Soul and hody, wit and knowledge ywis, 
I know that by right wise true balance 
After my :deeds judged shall I be. 
I know much, but I wot not the variance. 
To understand whereof cometh my folly, 
I know full well that I shall die. 
And yet my life amend not L 
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I know in what poverty 

Bom a child this earth ahove, 

I know that God hath lent to me 

Abundance of goods to my behoof. 

I know that riches can oie not save^ 

And with me I shall bear none away. 

I. know the more good I have 

The loatbet I sh^ll be to die. 

I know all this faithfully. 

And yet, my life amend not I. . ^ 

.'•.'•.''' : • , , . ' .' j . 

■' fl' '.:•■•''■< L • 'J" I . J f . • •■ "• '. 

xt.}fOfm. th^t I hayc| passed . . , 

: lQ«fat .pait of my days with joy and pleasance^ * 

'''Iidnb#'that'I have gathered 

"S^y'and also do littie penance, 
V ;l-toj^;tb^t by.i^oraticfe . 
..//^ 9:?»9yi5e met thcrc^ 
}.. liapwi^t oQ^e shall be ^ . ; .; dj • ^:i 

.'.When my soul shall depart, • .- y .■ : di 

•That I shlill A^rish that I had liiciid^* m^. •- 
I know there is no remedy, "*** 

And therefore my life amend will I. , 

ni'r.^'y^ .jTi.' ?/:jf:fii7; 'riH ^Jliw* ooi t>mh O) 

1 :.-;"■ ;rr:ii7 i:! . 'uii/di tuS 



f-i 

.- ... 'i f. -■ 
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Sonnet sung before Queen Elizabeth^ suppo8e4 to 
have been written by ^lie JSarl of EaaeXm 

Sir WtOiam Segar, in his account of a solemn i&t or exercise 
of arms held in the year 1590, before Queen Elizabethy is * 
the Tilt Yard at Westminirtxr^irith emUematical i ^ pl cfc en - 
tatioiitBiid miisic* mentions that Mf« Halernnm^'^lMiVol- 
lowing floi^. He also remarks of Mr, Hale, that bb "iiras 
her majesty's servant, a gentleman in that art ezcdttent, 
and for his Yoice both commendable and adquni^lf.r-* 
Treatise of Honour, civil, and military, lib. III. ciif..a4. 
And SSr Henry Wotton, in his parallel between the Ai^l of 
Sssex and the Duke of Buckingham, says thata sonlMft of 
tiie- Earl's was, upon a certain occasion^ song beforothe 
Qneen, bf one.lIaBe, in trhose voice A# tbA^Wfim^ 
pleasure. . j 

^ ■ * >j ■ . ■ . * -I 

Nlv golden locks time hath to silver tum'd ^ 

(O time too twift, and swiftness never ceasing) 

My youth Against age, and age at youth hath sparo'd, 

]Ehit 8ptt]h:i'd in vain; youth waineth by encreasiilg^ 

Beauty, strength, youth, are flowers that feding be^ 

Dm^^fiuth, love, are roots, aqd ever green. 



]^MfAVfti: ^^ 
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My helmet now shall make an hive for bees,^'' 
And lovers songs shall turn to holy psalms ; ..: 
A man at arms miKst now sit on his kneefB^^ ' '; 
And feed on prayers that are old age's alms f .: 
And "Ao* from court to cottogfi; I depart^ 
My saint is. sfotte of mine unspotted heart. '^ 

PU teachP4^y^\^itij xti& cannol for a song, ^i 

Blest be the hearts that think my sov«ireign welJL^l 

io IijS «iO 'I ' J -••'.'*'• ' -^>^ri/ '■ - " • " '. -■'•^" >•'' "■'''^ 

^QfiOOSI^ ON £LI21AB£TH >MABKIUM&>r9 

[From a MS. of John Harrington, dated 1564.] 

Tir ' -''■■""■■ ■• -'^ ■■' "■■^'' ■''■•■■ •*-"'"'^- '^ W"?i "fiA 
'3g»f^,^ip:^e^ksth*t ^«9lf{l .^n^ft- .iiyo( yM 

Ah me ! 'twas nrom a heart lUce stone. 

VOL. IV. B f 
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The blushing cheek speaks modest mind^ 
The lips befitting words most kind 5 
The eye 4oes tempt to love's desire^ 
And seems to say, 'tis Cupid's fire ; 
Yet all so fair, but speak my moan, 
Syth nought dotk say the heart of stone^ 



Why thus, my love, so kind bespeak, 
Sweet lip, sweet eye, sweet blushing cheeky . 
Yet not a heart to save my pain ? 
O Venus, take thy gifts again: 
Make not so fair to cause our moan. 
Or noiake a heart that's like our owor 



OLD BALLADS. 51 



XV. 

BISHOP THURSTAN, AND THE KING OF 

SCOTS. 

[First printed in this Collection.] 

A.D. 11 ST. Soon after Stephen's departure for Normandy, 
the King of Scots entered England in an hostile manner.—- 
Stephen^s goTemment was at this time in no condition to 
have resisted the invasion, and nothing could have broke 
the storm, but the yenerable Thurstan (Archbishop of 
York) working upon the piety of King David. Though 
this prelate was now very old, yet he prevailed with David 
WBti his son to meet him at Jloxburgh, a castle lying near 
the^frontiers of both the kingdoms; where his remon- 
strances had such an effect, that the Scottish princes gene- 
rously put a stop to hostilities till Stephen should return 
to England, and be once more appHed to for a definitive 
answer concerning the investiture of Northumberland. 

See Guthrie's History of England. 

1 H Ro' the fair country of Tiviotdale, 

King David marched forth ; 
King David and his princely son^ 

The heroes of the north. 
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And holy Thurstan fro' meiTy Carlisle, 

In haste his way doth wind ; 
With many a cross-bearer going before^ 

And many a knight behind. 

And many did bless that holy bishop^ 

As evermore they m^y ; 
For well they knew 'twas for holy peace 

That he did wend that way. 

And at the castle of fair Roxburgh 
The king and bishop drew near. 
Their horns resounding o'er the Thills, 
' ITieir bankers shining far. 

*^ Now welcome^ welcome holy Thurstan^ 
'^ Right welcome unto me, 
"^ *^ And ever it cheers me sooth to say, ^ 

^^ So holy a man to see.'' 

^^ No king is welcome unto me, 

/* Nor for him will I pray, 
*' Who comes to ravage a helpless land^ 
^' When it's king is far away." 

Oh then- bespake king David, 
And fiiU of wrath spake he : 

" Now I swear by the rood, th' English king 
^^ Hath evermore injur'd me. 
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/* Pro' my son he keeps th' investiture 

*' Of Northumberland) his right : 
^' And ever I'll harrow that unjust king, 

" By Christ in heaven his might." 

Oh then bespake the holy Thurstan^ 

And full of woe spake he : 
" O Christ, thy kingdom of heav'nly bliss, - 

" Alas ! when shall we see ? 

*' For here on earth is nought but sin, 

*' E'en kings for pride do ill ; 
" And when they with each other war, 

" Tfie poor folk's blood must spill. 

^^ What hath the husbandman done wrong, 

** That ye must spoil his grain ? 
*^ An4 what the poor widow, and what the child, 

*^ That they must all be slain. 

^^ And what is -the simple maid to blame, 
*^ To be made of lust the prey : ,, 

" And what the lowly village priest, 
*^ That ye so oft do slay ? 

" Ah 1 tyrant kings, shall not the Lord 

*' Revenge the poor distrest \ 
." The simple swain, the helpless maid,^ 

" The widow, and the priest ? 
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^^ And when the doleful day of doom 

'^ Shall call ye fh)' the grave ; 
^* Fro^ the crying' blood of those innocents^ • 

^^'What, tyrants, shall ye save ? 

^^ Think ye that Christ, (whose gentle laws 

'^ Aye breathe so mild a strain,) 
'^ Think you that Christ (of mercy king) 

'^ Will free you fro* the pain ? 

f^ Did he not die all on the rood, 
** And all for the love of njan ? 
' '^ And will he then save theii* guilty souls, 
" Who so many men have slain ? 

" Far sooner, oh king ! would I lay in mire, 

" Than sit upon a throne ; 
^' Far sooiier, oh king ! would I beg my bread, 
^^ Than wear a golden crown. 

^^ For shall not the judge of all do right, 

'^ At tlie doleful doom's day ? 
*^.Then what will avail your crowns and thrones, 

^5 And your states and courtiers gay ? 

^^ Now think thee well, oh mortal king ! 
- *' And thy proud misdeeds bemoan ; - ' 
'^ Oh think what will isave thy hapless soul^, 
f^ When thy poQip shall all be gone. 
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^' Nor £Euicy that alms will save thy soul^ 

" Tho* bounteous they be giv*n ; 
^^ Nor the rearing of abbies^ all rich endow'd^ 

" Will cany thy soul to heav'n. 

^^ Full well I know the craving monks 

" Have many a one beguiled ; 
^' And oft,"when a man's laid on his death bed, 

*^ They rob the widow and child. 

f^ But rouze thy reason, oh noble king ! 

^^ Nor heed the cloistered drone ; 
" For nothing there is a man can do, 

^* For bloodshed shall atone : 

^' Save the merits of him, who for our sins 

*^ Died on the precious rood ; 
^* And ever the crime that most he hates, 

" Is shedding of man's blood/' 

All woe-begone then spoke the king. 

And the tears ran fro' his eyne : 
^* And ever I thank thee, holy Thurstau, 
For thy counsel so divine. 



€C 



^^ But heav'n dotli know that from mv lieart, 

- ^* I bate to kill and slav ; 
^* And' ever I hinder my men at arm?;, 
^^ As evermore I mav. 
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^^ And fain would I save the peasant swain^ 
*^ And the widow poor distrest : 

^^ And the helpless maid and simple child^ 
^^ And eke the lowly priest." 

Oh then bespake prince H^nry brave \ 
As he stood by the king ; 
Father^' I know thy conscience clear 
^* As water fro* the springs 



/ 
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*^ And if, in avenging of pur wrongs 

^' Full many a one is slain, 
** And the bloody warrior doth great spoil^ 

** Aft thou, goq^ king, to blame ?^ 



\y> 



" Too hasty prince," the bishop cried, 

^* To ravage is a shame ; 
'* 'And when the warriors do gieat spoil, 

.^^ Their prince i^ all to blame. 

^^ Why not go meet your royal foe, 

*^ Like men in open field ; 
*^ And if he will not right your wrongs, 

^^ Then take to sword and shield ? 

^* And not, when our king is far away^ 
" To ravage the country o'er ; 

^^ To murder the weak and the ianoc^nt, 
^^ And cruejly spoil the poor.' 
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Oh then bespake the Scottish kmg, 

Like a noble king spake he : 
*^ Oh, I will wait till your king Stephen 

*^ Doth come fro' o'er the sea, 

*^ Jhen, reverend TTiurstan, if thjr king 

** No more our right delays^ 
^^ But will invest my son in Narthtimberland, 

*^ Then will we ga our ways. 

^^ But if, when he's come to merry England, 

'^ He will not do us right, 
'^ Oh then will I harrow that unjust king, 

*^ By Clurist in heaven his might." 

» 

^* Now dost thou^ speak like a noble king,'* 

The holy Thurstan cried 5 
*^ And now do I welcome thee, royal king, 

" Of ScotlatiTd aye the pride. 

" And when my liege shall come again, 

" Then may he do thee right !" 
^* Or he shall rue," qripd that valiant king, 

<« By Christ in heav'n his might." 

And there, wlule the merry bells did ring. 

And tlie minstrels blitli did play. 
The Scottish princes and the good bishop 

Did feast for many a day. 
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\ 

FuUmany did bless that holy man. 

As he sat in the hall. 
And merrily sang ; for well they kne^. 

He had rescued them fro* thrall. 

And many a husbandman was blith 

As he did reap his grain ; 
'^ And but-for Tliiirstan, that holy bishop, 

^^ This all away had been ta'en 5 

*^ And I had been kill'd, and many beside, 
*' With our wives and children all : 

^^ And may heav'n aye prosper that holy bishop, 
^^ That hatb rescued us fro' thrall !'* 



XVI. 



THE BATTLE OF CUTON MOOR, IN 1138, 

[First printed in this Collection.] 

After Easter, 1138, the King of Scotland again invaded 
Northumberland and the bishoprick of Durham :— rhisde» 
sign was probably to draw Stephen from the south parts, 
and thereby to favour the adherents of the Empress. 
But the noblemen of the north, who all hMrf great baronies 
by military tenures, associated among theftiseltes to repel 
)iim ; — at the head of this association was ThurstaQ» the 
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bray« old Archbishop of York : the other barons were, 
Williain £ari of Albemarle, a young nobleman of great 
- spirit, and Tier J active in arms; Walier d9> Gaiint, who 
was very old, but ef great repnte, and at the head of a 
fltr^ng body of JFlemings and Normals ; Robert de Bruce, 
and his brother Adam, who (notwithstanding their personal 
jittachment to the Scotch king) brought into the field: a 
numerous body of brave young fellows, all completely 
armed. Roger de Mowbray, though but a child, gave 
great sanction to the expedition by the greatness of his 
family and followers. Walter Espec is mentioned like- 
wise upon the occasion ; a man of gigantic strength and 
stature, and accounted the best warrior in the north. — ^ 
The English army advanced as far as Thrusk castle, under 
the direction of the old Archbishop ; but there that pre- 
late resigned his command to Ralph Bishop of the 

Orkneys.* The army by this' time was strengthened by 

several noblemen of Nottingham and Derbyshire ; at last 
they marched as far as Northallerton, where they raised 
the famous standard : this was the ma^t of a small ship, 
on the top of which was placed a silver cross, and the 
machine itself went upon wheels, and all around it hung 
the banners of St. Ppter, St. John' of Beverly, and St, 

Wilfred. The Scots army, now advancing with long 

marches, passed the river Tees, and encamped on an open 
plain called Cuton Moor, within two miles of the English. 
Early in the morning the two armies drew up in order 
of battle, when, after a severe contest, the Scots wera 

♦ Matthew Paris says, to Ralph Bishop of Durham ; and 
this is repeated by Holinshed and other iiistorians; but this 
must be a mistake, for Geofiry Rufus waj^made Bishop of 
Durham in 1188, and held the Bishopric till U43. See 
Beatson's Tolitical Index. 
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routed, being laid to have lost ten tbOUfaad men. The 
king and his son were left to maintain their ground, at- 
tended onlj^by their own guards, when they made a re- 
Mstance worthy themseWes, and at last retired to Carlisle. 
(The Scotch prince Henry is famed in history for his 
Talour, humility, aild the beauty of his person.) 

See Guthrie's History of England. 



1 H B welkin dark o'er Cuton Moor 
With dreary clouds did low'r — , 

The ivoefui carnage of that day * 
Shall Sfcotland aye deplore. 

The river Tees full oft did sigh. 
As she roll'd hier winding flood, 
^ That ever her silver tide so clear 

Should be sweird with human blood ! 

King David he st6<>d on the rising hill. 
And the verdant prospect view'd ; 

And he saw that sweet river that o'er the moor 
Roll'd on her silver flood. 



Oh then bespake that noble king. 
And with grief his heart was wop*d ; 

** And ever Lmoum that yon fair stream , 
^ Should be swell'd with human blood ! 
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King D^vid his saw the verdant moor^ - 

With wild Sfm'ri all bestroVd ; 
** And eiirer J'jw griev'd that so green a moor 
, ^' Should be stain'd with hwnan blood ! 

^^ But more ami griey'd, alas !" he cried, 

" And more my heaJIrt is woo'd, 
^* That so manjr warriors young and brave 

^' Must thi&day shed tiieir blood V* 

As princely a host that king did lead 

As ever march'd on plain : . 
Alas ! that so many a warrior brave 

Should b^ so soon slain ! 

And first ^archM forth the Galloway men. 

Of the ancient Picts they sprang ; 
Their spears all so bright and bucklers strong 

For many mifes rang. 

And then came on the Norman troops. 

With English them anumg : 
For th^ empress Maude they came to fight. 

To right that lady's wrong. 

And then march'd forth the Scottish foot. 

And then march'd forth the horse | 
In armour strong, all those warricnrs came, 
^A great and warlike force. 
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King David look'd athwart the mdor^ 
And princb Henry, his brave son. 

And diey were oiware of the J&iglidb hosty ' 
Come meriiy nmrcfaing on v 

Oh then eall'd. forth Hng David, 

And loudly ealled he^ 
*^ And who is here in all my can^). 



J .- 



'^ Can describe ^yon host tq me3'' 
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Then came a beame^ beside the tent, - 

An Englishntan was he ; 
^Twas not long since from tiie Englishhost, ' 

That traitorous wight did flee. 

*^ Now tell me yon hosts,'* the king he cried, 
^^ And thou shalt have gc^d and fee-— * 

" And who is yon chief that richs along 
** With his locks so aged grey ?" 

" Oh that is Sir Walter de Gatint you see, 
" And he hath been grey full long, 

^^ But many's the troop that he doth lead> 
^^ And they are stout and strong/' 

{^ And who is yon chief so bright of blee, 
^^ With his troops that beat the plain ?" 

" Oh that's the young earl of Albemarle, 
*^ Leading his gallant train. : . . 
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'^ A more gallant warrior than that lord 

^^ Is not ydn hosts among ; 
^ And the gallant troops that he. doth lead^ 

^^ Like him^ arer stoutj and yoangw' 
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^^ And who yon shmy warriors two, 
*^ With their troopi clad the same ?" 

'^ OK they are the Bruces, that in this fight 
^^ Have come to acquire them fame." 

Oh then cairdout king David, 

And full of woe spake he : 
^^ And ever I hold those Bruces false, 

^^ For much they owe to me, 

'^ And who's yon chief of giant height, 
^^ And of bulk so huge to see }" 

^^ Walter Espec is that chiefs name, 
'^ And a potent chief is he. 

'^ His stature's large as the mountain oak, 
^^ And eke as strong his 'might : 

'* There's ne'er a chief in all the north ' 
'^ Can dare with him to fight/' 

^* And who's yon youth, yon youth I see, 

^^ A galloping o'er the moor ? 
^^ His troops that follow so gallantly, 

*^ Proclaim lum a youth of power/' ; 
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'^ Young Roger dc Jfla^bi^^ i%!l;liat J^^l 
^^ And he> spwig pt^Ufi ^^,^nejv7^ * 

^ His w^dt^ and lu£ri6)ky!^qe|s;^ p)gi ^9i b::A 
^^ Are alnKMt a^ gre^^f^ thiae;.''^ ,y, : ;f ^^ 



^^ And who'3 yon agedj^hief^^l wff^, • , ': li/!* ,iO 
^^ All clad in purpW vest j-^ i; ,^', { >. ??,{>. 

'^ Ob tha?8 the BiAop jo!th' (fttopy Uimh^iJ^ 
^^ And he aUlha^f^.liat^^bkstNt^, t^iVfH'' 



'^ And all the re«t aj^e noWemen^ : I fj,..| ji^^/^ 
^^ Of fortune apd<|[^mft ^fe.oae^^^ ;^^q- .* 

^^ l^rom Nofttkig^i and fix)m ©erbjaj^^ ^ 
^^ Those valiant* cbie£bEan^ corae." . ~,// >♦ 



^^ But what's yon g^tfrix^ tow'r I see < jj r, 
*^ rthe centre o'ithe host ?" . ,;.,;[; 

^^ Oh that's, the halbw'd i^dardy of ^#^ f > 
^' The English malta^uch bctofc j* ; >/i ^ 

*^ A mast of a ship it is so hi^^ ; ,„.jf . *,,j; 

« All bedeck'd: with goW so gay j. ,, y.i ^ . /. 
" And on tite top kahciy crcwPrv < r^- 1> 

«« That shine^as bright ai^tj^ ^r s\ * * 



t ? 



" Around it hang, the, IkJ^ }^W!^ 
^« Of many a biesae4^ii;it J. -..». 

^^^ Saint P^ter> and Jb^ 

« And Saint Wilfred ticEe-tfe^. ]^i 



.,.. ...... 
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^^ Tie aged folk around it throngs 
*^ With their old hairs all so gray 5 

^^ And many a chieftain there hows down^ 
" And so heart'ly doth he pray." 

Oh then hespake the king of Scots^ 

And so heavily spake he : 
^^ And bad I hut yon holy standard^ 

" Right gladsome should I he. 

^' And had I'but yon holy standard^ 
•* That there so high doth tow'r. 



(( 



I would not c^e for yon English host, « 
'* Nor all yon chieftains pow'r. 



" O -had I but yon holy rood, 

'^ That there so bright doth show ; . 

^* I would not care for yoii English host, 
" Nor the wwst that they could do,'^ 

Oh then hespake prince Henry, 
And like a brave prince spake he : 

'^ Ah let us but fight liker valiant men, 
^ And weTl make yoa hosts to flee. 

^^ Oh let us but^ght like valiant men, 

**' And to Christ's will ybow, 
^ And yon hallowed standard shall be ourt, 

" And the victory also." 

VOL. IT. F 
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Prince Henry w^ as b^a^ve a 

As ever fought in Aehi ; 
Full Vfi^y a warrior that- cjrciad day 

Td him his li^e did yield. 

Prince Henry was as fair a youth 

As the sun did e're espy \ 
Full many a.^^y inScot^sh land 
V For that young prince did gigh. 

Prince Henry call'd hi^ young foqt page^^ 

And thus to him spake he': 
^^ Oh lijBjed ipy wprds, and serve me true|. 

*^ And thou shall have gold and fee. 

*^ Stand thpu on yoiw^er rising hill^ 

^^ Full safe I ween tl\e site ; 
^' And frcni thence oh maxl^ thee well my crest 
In all t|^e tib^ickest fight. , ^ ,* 
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** And if, overcome with wounds, I faH, 
'^^ Then take thee a ^ift swift ste^d, 
i^ And from this moor to Dumfries ^qivpi 
*^ Oh ride th^e away with spef d« 

*^ Thtre to the kdy Alice wend ; 

(^* You'll know that lovely fair, 
** Fpr the fg^est maid |n all that tffffj^p 

^ Cannot with her coxppd^^i) 



\ 
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" And tell that lady of my woe, ^ 

*^ And tell her of my Idvp ; 
^^ Ancl give to her this golden ring, 

*^ My tender faith to prove. , 

*^ And strive to cheer that lovely maid 

*^ In all her grief and care : . 
^^ For Well I know her gentle h(^ilrt , 

'^ Did ever hold me dear/* 

And now the English host drew neair, 

Apd all in battle array ; 
Their Ishining swords and glittering speaA"- 

Shot round a brilliant ray. 

Aiid how both valiant hosts came near, 

^ch other for to slay ; 
While watchfiil hoVered o'er their hdads 

Full ^any a bird of prey. 

The sun behind the dark datric cloiidft 

Did hide each b^'tny ray, 
As fearfol to behold the Woe 

That mark'd th« doleful dky. 

« 

The thnnd'ring winds of hekv'h arose. 

And rush'd from pale tj> jiole. 
As striving to thrown the groans and sighl 

Of many a dying soul. ' 
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Stern death he heard the shouts of war. 

That echoed around so loud : 
And he rouz'd him to th' embattled field. 

To feast on humian blood. 

And first the Pictish race began 
, The carnage of that day ; * - 

The cries they made were like the storm 
That rends the rocks away. 

TThose fierce fierce men of Galloway 

Began that day of dole ; 
And their shouts were like the thunder's roar. 

That's heard firom pole to pole. 

Now bucklers rang 'gainst swords and spears^ ^ 

And arrows dimm'd the plain y 
And many a warrior lay full low. 

And many a chief was slain. 

Oh woeful woeful was that day. 

To child and widow drear ! 
For there fierce death o^er human race 

Did triumph 'far and near. 

Drear \^fas the day— in dark dark clouds 

The welkin all endrown'd y 
But far more drear the woeful scene 

Of carnage all around. 
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Drear was the sound of warring winds 

TThat fought along the skies ; 
But far more drear the \iroefuI sound 

Of dying warriors sighs. 

Laden with death's unpityii^ arni^ 

Swords fell and arrows flew ; 
TThe widowed wife and fatherless child 

That day of dole shall rue. 

Ten thousand Scots, who on that morn 

, Were marching all so gay. 
By night, alas ! on that dreary moor 

Poor mangled corps ylay. 

Weep; dames of Scotland, weep and wail. 

Let your sighs re-echo round ; 
Ten thousand brave Scots that bail'd the morn. 

At night lay dead on ground. 

And ye, fair dames of merry England, 

As fast your tears mdst pour ; 
For many^s the valiant Englishman 

That ye shall see no more. 

Sigh, dames of England, and lament. 

And many a salt tear shed ; 
For many an Englishman hail'd that morn. 

That ere the night was dead. 
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The Scots^dvey fled j but stil), they^; kii^. 

With his brave son. by tus,,s]4ej 
F^ughtlong.the fo^. (braye.^og.a^d^ 

Of Scotland aye the prjideii) 

The Scots they fled; but still ^hekjng^ 
With his brave so^, fought full ^^11^ 

Till o'er the ,mpor. an^ arrpw yflew^-^r , . \ 

And brave prince JftepjyfeUy, ^ ' 

\ 

All this espied hU young foot j)ag^^ 
From the hill whereon he stood : 

And soon hath he mounted aswjift swii^,^^d^ 
And soon from the moor hath rode. 

And he hath cross'd the Tees fs^ir stre^gpo. . 

Now sweird with human bloq^* j 
Th' affrighted p^ge he never stsiy/d^ 

Till to iDumfries^he hs^th rp^e.. . , .^. . 



Fair Alice ^wass gone ,t9 t^e holy iirk^ 
With a sad heart di4,.|^e go ; 

And ever so iast di^ she cry to heayn,. . 
*^ Prince Henry save; frpm. woe j '* 

Fair Alice she hied her to the,choir,^ t 

Where the priei^ts did .chant so,s1qw.^ 

And evi^r she cried, ^^ May .the. holy saints 

Prince Henx); fay^frpxQi woe l"' 
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Fair Alice^ with many a tear and sigh,' ' 

TTo Mary's shrine did go ; 
And so. fast she cried^ ** Sweet Rf airy mild^ 

/^ Prince Henry save froift woe!*' 

Fair Alice she kkelt by the hallow'd rbod, 

While fest her te^ars did -flow : 
And^evier she' cried, ** Oh sweet swefet Saviour^ 

^^ Prince Henry'save from V6e !" 

Fair Ali<ie lookM btrt at the kirk door. 

And heavy her heart did beat ; 
For fehe wi^ awiafe of the priride's pkg^l 

Come galloping thr6* the street. 

Again fair' Alice looked out to see^ 
. And well nigh did she swoon ; 
For now sh<i wak sui^ it waff that page 
Come galloping thro* the town; 

*^ Now Chriisf thfefe save, thou swieet young page, 

*^ Now Christ thee save and see ! 
" And how ddth sweet priilce Henry? 

«* I pray thee tell to ttfe/* 

The pag6 he looked kt the fair^Afibe, 

And his. heart wa§ fii 11 of woe ; 
the page hc-ldok^d at the fair Alice, 
^ Till his- tears fast 'gari to floWif 
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'^ Ah woe, is n^!'' sad Alice cried, 

And tore her golden hair ; 
And so fast she wmng her Uly hands. 

All woo'd witl^ sad despair^ ^ 

" The ^nglish.h^ep tbe blpody field, 

" Full many a ScQt i^. slain, 
" But lives prince Henry ?" the. lady criedj 

*^ All else to me is.yain. — r . 

* . *— . • - » 

^^ Oh lives the prince ? I pi^ay thee tell,*' 

Fair Alice siill did call : 
*^ These e^cs (Jid see a keen arrow fly, 

^^ Did see prince Henry fall." 



Fair Alice she.i^t her on the ground. 
And never a word she spake j 

But like the pale image did she look. 
For her heart was nigh to break, 

« 

• 

The rose that once so ting'd her. cheek. 

Was now, alas ! no more j 
But th^ ^hitipness of her lily skin 

Was fairer than hefpre. , 

" Fair lady, rise,'; , the page exclaijn'd, 
"Nor lay theq ihere thus low/' — . 

She answered ij^, bjot be^y'd ^, |sigl?i, ^ 
That spoke her -b^^^t felt, Avop,, 



OLD BALLADS. 7^ 

Her maidens Clime and strove to cheer^ 

But in vain was all their care 5 
The townsfblk«wept to see that lady 

So whelm'd in dread despair. 

They rais'd her from the danky ground. 

And sprinkled water fair ; 
But the coldest water from the spring 

Was not so cold as her. 

And now came horsemen to the town^ 

That the prince had sent with speed 5 
With tidings to Alice that he did live. 

To ease her of her dread* 

» 

For when that hapless prince did fallj, 

The arrow did not him slay j 
But his followers bravely rescued him^' 

And conveyed him safe away. 

Bravely they rescued that noble prince. 

And to fair Carlisle him bore ; 
And there that brave young prince did live, 

Tho' wounded sad and sore. 

Fair Alice the wond'rous tidings heard, - 

And thrice for joy she sigh'd k 
That hapless feir, wheb she hfcard the news. 

She rose — she smird— and died. 



T^ - ■ 0£se« 



The tear»iJtet 'Her'fAir mttide<«f shrfi_ 
Ran free frdm^ their' bright -ej^j 

The echomgvriiid thut then did 'folowv 
Was burden'd with thtefr^st^s. 

The pagc'^be^nw- the lovely^ AMce- 
In a deep deep grave let down. 
And at her.ihead a^een' tiHPf^lajd^) 

And at her feet a*st»iie'! 

« 

Then witk 0^013^^ a ^tear^aad tn^ny a sigh 
Hath he hiedt. him« 09 VAb way \ 

And he hath' come>tot0irUsle town. 
All yclad in black arfajr^ < 

And now hath tee' come^tc the prilice*s hkH, 

And lowly betittifekne^'j 
^^ And how is the iady Alice so^ir, 

" My page, come* tell to^tillft,*^ 

" Oh/the-lady AHce, s6 lovely firir, 

*^ Alas ! is dead and 'gcAie^ • 
*^ And at'herhtadis a gtseen ^ras^^ti^ 

" And at her fodt H stone;' 
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" The lady Alice isdekd and gOEkf^ 
^^ And the wormipfecd by hcrtrillfr'i 

" And all for the loTC'of tbbe,*c)Ji piihcft^ 
" Thatbeauteotfrlacfy tlifed,^ 



.f+'«i i' .■'".^.'. • ^»-' 



.^ 



^^ And wh^ sWs laid t|i« greea.turl-gromi ; 

^^ And a co^ gmv^-stOQe is tibiri^;; ''. 
^^ But the ^ew-'Ck4 ttmfi nqr thercoldi cold^sAotoe, 

^' Is not so cold'as: her/* 

Oh then prmce Heiuy- sad did'^f^h^ :. 

His heart aU full xrf woe : 
That haple^ pnnpe-ybeat his breast. 

And fast his tear9 'ga^ flow. 

*' And art thou^^o^^ ,my .swe#t:Alic^? > > 

^' And art thou gpoe, ^e^cri^j 
'* Ah woul4ito hieay'n tl^^.Jrfritj^'itbise^^ . / 

'^ My faithful lov^, bfi44i^r! 

^^ And have I.Jpst, th(e^x pay ^i^^^^ei AKcOi? 

" And art thpa.dead apd gon^e ? 
*' And at tl^Xjd ^li hfsuj^ ja ffiewigiajs tui^ . 

^^ And at jthy fi?f«t a ^tp»^? : 

*' Tlie turf that's ^^er jtby ^vfHy iext. Alide^ 

^' Shall witVii^y<teaf^be^et; 
*' AjadtI|^;^tQQe:at/thy/fQet £ba(Lmelt> layie> 

*^ Ere I wilVtbftl forget/' 

And whentb!^ nf^wii cime to meny lEoghtad 
^ Of the battle in i^ north ; ^ 
Oh 4b^ ri(ipg jStf|>h^iaiid his nobtes'j 
So merrily m^lDhtd fatisk^- 
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And they have had justs and tournaraents. 
And have feasted o'er and o'er ; 
' And merrily merrily haVe^^they tejoic'd. 
For the victory of Cuton Moor. 

But many a sigh adds to the wind^ 
And many a tear to the show'r. 

And many a bleeding-heart hath broke, 
tor the battle of Guton Moor. 



And many'is' the tridbw all forlorn^ 

And helple^ brtlian poor. 
And many's ^e maiden that shall rue 

The victory of Cuton Moor. 

The lady"Alice is laid in her grave. 
And a cold stone marks the site : 

And many's the maid like her dofh die, 
'Cause kings ah(i nobles will figlit. 



J i • I 

'*' . . ■ -^ 
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The lady Alice is laid full low. 

And her maidetls tears do pdut^^ 
And mdny*s ^hfe wiretch ^lih them shall We^, ' 

For the victory of Cuton Mooir.- ' 



The' ' • '- - ' -''^" 



holy priest dbthwee^ as he §i0^' ' ' 
His masses o er atidx)6r | 
Aad all ibrflie souls oKAtltiM^^^ 
At the battle^df CJrtd&^SSotfK V ^f*- -. < 
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XVII. 

THE MURDER OF PRINCE ARTHUR, 

(Nephew of King John) ia Rouen Castle. 

[First printed in this Collection,] 

JVloNG hills and woodlands^ many a mile 
Seine roU'd his murm'ring flood ; . 

And, wmding, washed the stately tow'rs, 
Where Rouen's fair castle stood. 

Drear darkness, with her mournful shad^, . 

Had spread the welkin o'er, . 
And hid from view th' embattled walls 

That deckt the wuiding shore. 

No more was heard the voice of man. 

Soft slept each wearied hind : 
No sound— — save hapless Arthur's sighs, 
'Hjat murmured with. the wind. . 

From an old tow'j: of dreary height, 

Forlorn, thro' Gothic grate. 
The haples9 prince look'd o'er the flood. 

And mourn'd his wretched £ite. 
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" Ye winds^ that rove the forests free, 

*^ Why r<Mgr ye as ye blow ? - 
^' Ye waves that dash- against these tow'rs. 

^^ Why murmur as ye flow ? 

** You vftftas enjoy fhe bliss to rove, 
" The sweets of fl^edoip fcaow ; 

^* Ye wand'ring waves, how blest your fate, 
" WhcSte^re ydu^il'td flow ! 

*^ Or b*t in pity to nv^ sighs, 

'^ That round diese towe^ ye fdair i 

<^ And you, fair tiver, dash ycMir ^Wtb . 
^^ So oft agaiost the Jshctre ? 

" How bj^st wia*e I, ye wtnds aiid Wav)6s, 

^^ If I like you (*6tild tove ; 
*^ Like ypu could Wind nfiy cheerful way, 
Thto' forest, hill, and groir^ ! 
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^^ But woe ifi ine, bere d66^'d to mis^ 

^•' My life in hcrpel^ ^W&t f 
<^ To nimber slghs-^that stitt must h&ft«^> 

^^ And tears-^-^bat B^fl »ttet flow ! ' 

^f Full many a da(y ^a^ t4M its l^oufty 
« Since I have «^'d for j^eiwjftj • ■ 

<^ And tHstftjr a day mlHst ^11 1^ ofi> 
'^ Ere my isyforlihito CRetsi, 
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}Ay sole ^nploy ;to qonnt ,the wo^s 
" That fill up my despair ; 
" ,A mother s tears w-I cannot wipe — 
^^ A crown — I cannot wear. 






A lovely -sifter in piy cause. 
Debarred of liberty j— — 



" A thous^pci friends, or captive infide, 
'^ Or slain in fight for me* 

^< My sleep to me affords no peace; 

^[ Fell fancy still will wake, 
^^ And dopUes ejKery pang of ymtf , 

*^ My we^ied soul toracL 

*^ Oh then, with every cftre renew'd, 

^^ I wake right fulll)f woe ; 
^^ Wake— but to mark th^ dadbing wibv^, 

^^ And bf^ ,tb^ imde winds blow. 

^^ Then> then, distracted at my fale, 
^^ And frantic wkh my fears, 

^^ I load the tempest with m>y Mghs, 
^^ The ris^eor witfc my teiprs. 

^^ Full many a am hath set in mist, 
*^ As wearied with my sighs 5 ' 

*^ The same nfty misery, M4ien agaift ' 
^* That pityiog sun 4id rise. * 
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"The gei^ i»o(%iiWfaeft;l|right her,^faiw ^ 

" Upon 4^95^ |tpw^slijs;th|Yn^%:^M;/^ * 
" Oft' hides hex face (beljuiiul a do^d,; . h,j/^ 

*^ As weephigforiiiyflw?-.: : I ii v iT ♦ 



" $1^ yet| were I >png al| i»y jac^r, ,, .r// »^ 
" Alone o'erwh^lm'4.wi^h qarj^Siy, . . -. / ' 

*^ Fd be.rcsign'4-Tthq' ^iund ip,;C^|iS, ; /; 
<^ And smile ^naid^my teaxi^«: , :>. i v 

" But^ haple^ ^Constappe^ inothey, fi^^Jfjl . f ' 
*^ Thy pangs too If ell I h^e4i[| . ht » .;/ >• 

^* With thin^ my te^ra fqr.e^etflpw^ : ^^ri • ~ 
" Like thine, wy l^eart ^ye bl^<i.; r? / 

" SweetElepOTj for beauty I fiun'd^ n'^i'. ' i;r,i 
" Damsel of BiAtanyjb ' > ;^ /^ 

'^ woujdwot lisrej if^hattthy woefrnr^ a. r: * 
^^ (Dear maid) could> die, wilh laevi ^; i/ * 

^^ Ah, would I were a.peasant swaup, .^•, i;;! , : 1 
" Of humble lineage t>Qr^!,. .^ ; ^V, ,;| 

" Content^ would I tendm^iipcj^,, |. .a":, i 
"Nor heed A^jw^idnw^ i.U. 

•^ Contented by our humble cot, : r 

** Froih morn to ^eve I'd ton : , . 

" And think right bounteous my,rew|ff4i ,$, xrv 
" X>ear mother, in thy smile. ' [ \ \ , 
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^^ N§'til]rhciks thto, no murd'rbiis wp,' 
*^ Would fnght thee Mth alaiinsf' 

" And, ok! no cruel uncle tear 
^ Thy children from thy anns. 

" What, tho* no realms should court our nod, 

" Nor coronets gild our brows ; 
^' What are their gold but painted care ? 

" Their gems but glitt'ring woes ? 

^^ In peae^ We'd share the frugal meal, 

^^ And bless the earth's increase ; 
" The rising win should hail our joy, 

'^ And setthi^ gild our peace. ' - - 

^' And when in calm oohtent and peace 
** We'd past our destin'd hours, * 

'^ Some gentle swain should make our graye,- 
** And strew the turf with flow'rs." * 

The hapless prince thus strove by plainte 
To mitigate his pains, '^ 

Till, mad with woe, he bjeat bis breast. 
And howlihg clank'd his chains. 



The hollow tow'rs, and winding i^atls, 

Hts. sighs re-echo'd round ; 
The distafiit biils, ip dying notes, ' '] 

Retum'd the plaintive sound. 
VOL. IV. *a 
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The nig^ cdlectir^ every cloud ' 
That mta'd ber darkest tiaiiiv ' ' 

SeeniM'to lament thetale of 'Woe 

« 

That hroke her siliBfirt«rdgn.-' ' 



,•,.-.• '^ 
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And now, tho^ all atound Wfts dairic, 

And stormy rain did fall, 
A boat came rowing doWn the streain> ■ 

Beneath the castle^ wall'. 

The night-birds s6reaiti*d^a cry <rf dreiuJ^ 
The death-bell thrice^ ring 5 ' ' ' ' 

And thrice* nt 'Arthur -^ window 'baits 
A raven flap J>*d Its wing».i ' i ' = 
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Arthur remank-d thMU-omen'd sounds . \. 

And thrice he trentAled sore ; ^ ' 
And thrie© hew^M the clafltfmy dn^ ;; 

That from hi« brow did^pour^ 

And spoA' he heard the voice of j»ea 

Low wisp'ring at the wall ; . 
Unhappy A^huu^ struck with dread> 

To heav'n for help did call. 

He heard the gate crack on its hinge. 
That led to his abode 

* 

'* Now, heav'n, befriend me V Artibur criedji. 
*^ For thii bodes me Ho good^- 
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And now came in the tyrant John^ . 

With ruffians all arow ;, . *^ 

A bloody sword was in his hand^ 

A frown upoahis braw« ... 

As dreads. the l^mb^ wh^n suddeiily 

He sees the wolf appear ;. 
So hapk«9 Arthur, wa^d pale^ . 

To find his fitte so Q€^t . . 

Thea knoeling quiok upon his knee^ 

And dropiMing many a tear. 
He strove to sooth..the ^/rant's rage. 

With many a piteous prayer. . ? 

'^ Ahj spare m^, royal uncle, space f 

" A youth beneath thy frown ! . 
^* Give me < but life— give m© but peace*^ 

^* And keep my cujr^d crown. , . 

^' Oh letfioe. Uve ^mong peasant swains, 

^* Aye lost to thoughts of state ; 
^^ I'll never murmur at «the change, 

" Nor wish for to: be great. 

^^ Oh uncle. I: change that cruel frown, 

^^ That dark determined brow ; 
*^ See, see isie,'tly>' unus'd to kneel, 

" Lay at< Aj fi$€|t ,Uiu^ low, » 
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'^ XAlas ! what w<»rds can I invtnt^ w ; * . 

^^ His purpose to .avert •? 
'' Oh teaqb me, beav!n ^th force topleaA*^ 

" To touch his ruthtoaci JbearL)' . ;> V 

^^ And canst thou kill me, uncle dear^ • < cm.. - 

^^ And canst thou make^ me bleed ? *' ? 
^^ And canst thou slay thy brother's cbiMy*' 
That at thy feet 4ciih (dead ? ^ ^ om .. i < 



(( 



t( 



.Oh sp«:e «ne^ spare mey nobk idii|;il' '^^-r. (^7 

^^ Nor thy own honcmr/Btaio $ ;n •: '-l 

^ Sor shall heav'n bless theefofinijf^sak^'^ »ri 

^^ And prosper long th^iie^. Mr.i>j ? no/ 

'' So shall tfaynGiame fcnr ages kmg,^ 7*51 1 Ii-. ^' 
* Shine brijght beyond coinpa»©;'''rT A 

^^ And this, good acft, in honour'« iroUj :^ t ? 1 ''^ 
" Be aye recorded fedbr/** Vt- .0 :.l i/iitvH 

" Noy J^rthur^ no ! thou • now nwist diej - ^ ' ' '' ^ ' 
The ruthless tyrant'cried': ' ' • ? • - )hi ' ' 

^^ Tliy hoast04title tomycio^ * ♦^j' '* '^ 
*^ ShalUno-more wimd atgt prifl*w^'v f-i* 
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" Ah, cn»el uncle l Jay thy hiMid***r 
" The deed too l^C'thou'lt momy ' ^ 

^^^For wdl I we^ it8lidrsad>effecti -''« ^i ;..;; 
^^ Shall shake thee faiiiltbf ^ttlKaie^' '<- 'l 
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^^ And thiiik^ when death shall end thy days^ 
*^ Tliat king of all bdov, v ■ '■ ^ . 

^^ Shall not this deed add 4a his dartr 
" Ten thousand pangs of woe ?" 

^ Enough,'* the angry tyrant cried, 

'* The night wears last away ; 
^^ Turn thee to God— for thou must die 

^' Before the dawn of day," 

Th* affrighted night-birds ^cream'd and yell'd ' 

The dreary tow'r around ; 
The river left itsooaoy bed^ 

And sought the meadow gro^pd. 

Well may ye scream^ ye birds of night. 

As round the tow'rs ye stray ; 
For they haye slain the hapless prince. 

Before the dawn of day. 

Well maystTtiiou, Seine, from out thy bed 

Remove thy frighted flood ;"" 
For they have slain the hapless prince, 

And shed hia dear liean''§ blood. 

Yes, they have slain the hapless prince; 

*£re he had time to pray, 
And thrown bis body in the flood. 

Before the dtiwa of dat. . . ^ i. ' 
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Hiey've buried the piince in a wafery grave. 

With all the speed they may ; 
And tyrant John, with the ciirse of heaven, 

Hath hied hinoi on his way. 



« • 
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xvm. 

PRINCE EDWARD AND ADAM GORDON. 

[First printed in this Collection.] 

The subject of this ballad is taken from the history of 
England, the latter part of the reign of H^ry the lliird. 

1 o Adam Gordon's globn^y haimt '/ 

Prince Edward wouiid his Way : 
^' And could I meet with' that bold outlaSw, 
" In the wold where he. doth* lay I*' 

Prince JEdward boldly wourid;his way 

The briars and bogs among: ' 
" And could I, but find that bold outlaw, 

'^ His life should not be long. 
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*^ Flor he h^th harrowed merry HampshirQ>' 

^^ And many a spoil pbss^st ; 
^ A bolder outlaw than this wight 

" Ne'er trod by east and west, 

^^ And now ccwne on, my merry mea all, 

" Nor heed the dreary way ; 
5* For could I but meet that bold outlaw, 

^^ Full soon I would him sl^. 

'^ And when we meet in Hardy fight, 
" Let no one come between ; . % 

^^ Fw Adam o' Gordon's as brave a maa 
" As ever fought on green/' 

Then spake a^ knight, ^* It may be long 

^^ Ere Gordon you shall find ; 
**HPor he doth dwell in a dreary haunt, 

^^ Remote from ]|||pian kind. 

*^ Among the wolds and deep morass 

^* His lodging he hath ta'en ; 
** And never that wand'ring- wight went in, 

** That ere came out again. 

*^ So dark, so narrow, and so drear, 

^^ The windings all about, 
^^ That scarce the birds that skim the air 

i^ Can find their way throughout. 
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Priaofe iE^waard drew hi$i d^rk bro#fi ^eword^ 
And shook b^shiaiag lai^e;:. )^? ^ ■ 

^ And rather Fd %ht this boW otitkw^ • « 
*^ Than all th(e peew -of, Fjcance/' ,1 

Princie Edward grasp'd his buckler strong/ 
And proudly marched fordi^ : i ^' 

'* And rather l['d conquer thut bolddiitlaw,' 
" Than all thi^knights a- the north;'* i 



Ahd then besp^ a valiant knigbir - «^ ' • 
" N9W, prince^ithy words make good; ^ 

'* For yondcsr I see that pioad onttaw^ '•■.'•; » ' H 
^^ A conlidg forth the wood;- ' 






Then quick the prince lit off hiis steedf - ■'' ' 
And onward wodnd his way; • .n'i 

" Now slaod ye'by^ my fAterryAien rili* • '* ^ 
" And ye shall ^eebiiavU^ay/^ ' >"> ''^> 

» 
Brave Adam o'Gordon saw the prince,ii'' ^= ' ■ 

As he came forth the wbld^ ' 

And soon hb^kn^^wlliin] by his sM^Idj 

And his banners all of gold^ 
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^^ Arouzse^'f ftfl /cripd,^ ^f my merry meH; al!^ 
"And stand yp^well your ground,; 

"JKfff Xpi?deri£]r?^t.F|o<ce JEdw^rd; coin^> 
" Fo^ valour ji^^ryfaiimtt'lii'^i^ilr s: 
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*^ Fm glad I bat^ thee (found ; • ' 
^* For many a Aiy Fvd lioiught foif th^, ' 
" Thro' all the bduntry' TonW.** 

^ Now here I sweiar/' brave Adafii feried, 

" Had I but so b^h told^ , 
^^ I would have met thee longere novr^ 

" In city or in wold." » 

Oh then began as fierce a fight 

As ^'er was fought in field : '* 

The prince was stxMit, the outlaw strong, ■ '-'^ 
Their hearts with courage steeVdi • 

Full many an hour in valiant :fight 

These chieftains bold did> close ; 
Full ma^y an hour tiie hills and woods 

Re-echoed with thekablows^i .. . i - 

Full many a wanrior stood around . . ' 

That marvellous fight to see^ . : 

While from tbieirwoundiAhegushiAg blood ' 
Ran like the fouitafta iieei. r. : ::• i;< - 

Thriib they agi^eed, d^erspWit* With toil, '" 
To cease thelf sttrfdy Md^'; ' ^ • 

And th»ic<i'lh€fy st<^p** *6 quench ih^ir thflst. 
And wipe their bto()djr«lt>w«.-^' "' 
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Edward ajfelov^'d that:l)r«very u,, » 
Which Adam. proir'dfiia figbt,. :: 

And, with congenial vir<u<^ ;fir'd, 
Resolv'd to dobim right* 

" Adam, Ay valour charms my soul, - 
*^ I ever love the hiaye;^, i . 

" And tho' I fear aot thy dr^ad sword, 
^' Thy honour I would. w^e, 

" Here^ Gordon, do I pUght my haud, 

" My honour an4 renaw(n, 
*^ That,'if thpijL, to ^ly ^swor^ wilt yieldj^. 

'^ And my allegiance o:wp-t- . 

" But more-^if thou, wflt be my friend, 
" And faithful shaiie my heart, 

" 111 ever prove gentfe unto thee— . 
^ We never more ^E pafirti r 

'^ Thou, in the raging battle's hour. 
Shall aye fightby my side, - ' 

^^ And ^t my table and my oewirt^ 
^^ In times of peace preside. > 






When pro^rou$ fate jshaM gild my tbrooc. 
Thou shalt pavtpil^e my joy J , 

" When trbuWes low% to sooth thy piifl^ 
Shall be thy sdi^mmf^J^' 
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^^ And I to thee tbe same will prove"^ 
'f A gentle bosom friend ; 

^^ In joy to share thy h&ppinesd^ 
^^ In woe thy cares to attend. 



^^ Now, Adam, take thy lastmg choice,; 

^^ Thy prince awaits thy word s 
^^ Accept; brnve man,, my smile or frown—. 

*^ My friendship or my sword/'— ' 

Brave Adam, struck with wonder, gtaz'd — ' 

He sighed at every word ; 
Then, falling quick iipbn'bis kn^ef^- 

He gave thef prince his sWord. ^ 

Upon the warrior's dask brown cheek 

A tear was seen to shine— 
He laid his hand upon his heart-^ 

^^ Brave Edward, I aon thine." - 

The pitying prince, the warrior raised. 

And preasM him to his heart ; 
^^ Adam, thy prince will be thy friend, — 

^^ We never more will part.' 



» 



A shouting fxjbm* their foQowers by 
Proclaimed- thtejjoyfiil sound 5 

Thelitis, and woodlands, echoing loud, 
Dispers'd thetidiAgs;ioiind< 
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The prince t''*^^2i<JG'**^^-^''*^*^liw • ' 

On his own steedi'4d'ride)v ; * " • ' "» 
With banners rich^ and trappibgs gay; ^ < * 
' And he rodeby'hisfiidei ' ■ i'- 

And when with shottts to Gtiilford towii «'>•' 
This nobi^ train ca^e on^ - •' ' •■ ' 

O'eijoy'd^ bor fijyal qii*en<j«»e'forA5 • '*i 
To me'ethep;wtitiike«ott,'yv .t . v! i * 



" Fair son, fair spp, hmmtc dearhtQ,iDe, . f.^* 
^^ Than all that ;lifc can give^, . - ; / ' 
Full many^a^y die los8:of.tbe^u ! . , ....,,'i 
Hath cau^f'dipyl^^arttnffrieYe.f,. J Unf 






" And whence that stain .upon thy <shield{? r. / 
'^ That blood upcm thy bxpw.^ * - ;/ 

*^ Oh ! thou hasthad^sioiQ^ desperate %ht^f .tf, 
*^ And didst not let jp^.kpg(G^« , :^ . , ,, /^' 

^^ Was it ainppg.Xhe rebel host .- .r ♦ v- i -.^< -''^ 

'^ Thy sword hftth got ;(hkstain ?r r 

*^ And are their Juanners overthrown-? • *^ t ' } 



And proud earl, IJcriby $h|in |^ 



U ««*! «*^„^ ^o*, . .-*..., «.-,^ ^^ ^^^ 



^* Or is't where Kenilworth-s proud toWi^ 
** Overlook the neighbour plains, 

" That thou ha$t rear'd thy conquering Vfrms, 
" And£x'd thf .fetheri.reigij.'^ 



M 
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^' Oh ! I've not been where Derby's cm*! 

*^ The rebel cause upholds j * 
" But I've o'eccom^ a iaaver man, 

'^ 'Mong forests^ bogs/ and woldsc 

" Nor have I se^n^ {Aroad Kehilwbrth, 

^^ With tow'rs all arowj 
^^ But I've o'erboBEie « braver man 

" Than Kenilwordi ere did know^. 



. >■> • 
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*'Aiiani-d"G6rrf6ri' Js \fhat ^, " ''^ " ' ' '" 

^* A braver ne'er wias seen,*^ — 
Then took the warrior by the band^ V 

And led him ^ the qiieeh. ' V 

And there' the Gord6n was caressed. 

With tiks aiid' revelry ; 
And Mme inf alHthe tou^h^eiits; 

Was. found wi1]ri}iinl fo \ie.' 



Where!er the royaVEdward fought,' 
Brave Gcnrdchi aye would wfend ; 

And Edward, like h' noble prince, ' 
Was ever Goidbn'fe ftikhA. 
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CUMNOR HALL. . 

[First printed in this Collection.] 

»' . • ' » 

Camnoris near Abington, in ^rkstiire. 

The story of the 
murdered there 
large in Ash mole's Antiqaities of Berkshire, in whosetime 
the ruins of llie liall were still 8tandiiig.>— It had been 
anciently a place of retirement for the monks of Abington. 



unhappy Countess of. Leicesteir^, m}^ vat 
i in Queen Elizabeth's liihe, may be sieen at 



1 HE dews of summer night did fall^ . 

The moon (sweet regent of the sky):. 
Silver'd the walls of Gumhor Hall^ * • 

And many an oak that grdw thereby. 

Now nought was heard beneatli the akies> 
(The sounds of biisyJifevwereiatilli) 

Save an unhappy lady'sisighs^ ' n i. 
That issued from that lonely pile. 

^^ Leicester,'* she cried, " is this thy love 
*^ That thou so oft has sworn to me, 

<* To leave me in this lonely grove, 
" Immur'd in shameful privity ? . 



;/ 
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^^ No more thou comest with lover's speedy 

^^ Thy once-beloved bride to see ; 
" But be she alive, or.be she dead, 

^' I fear, stern ear), ^sthe same to thee. 

'^ Not so the usage I receiv'd, 

*' When happy in my father's hall 5 

^^ No fldthlesis husband cthen megriev'd, 
^^ No chilling fears did me appaL 

'^ Irose up with the cheerful morti, 
^^ No lark more blithe, no flowV more gay 5 

^^ And, like the bird that haunts the thorn, 
^^ So merrily suag the live*long day. 

^^ If that my beauty is but small, 
^^ Ampag court ladi^ all despis'd ; 

^^ Why didst thou r^ad it from that hall, 
^^ Where (scornful earl) it well was priz'd ? 

^^ And when you first to me made suit, 
^^ How fair I was you oft would say ! 

^^ And, proud of conquest — pluck'd the fruit, 
^^ Then left the blossom to decay« 

^f Yes5 now neglected and despis'd 

^^ The rose is pale — the lily's dead — 
*^ But he that "oncc their charms so prized,* 
f Is sure the cause those charms arc fled« 
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^* FcMT know^ wh^n igcl^'iiing grief doth prey 
And tender love's rqwid witb scorn^ 
The swe^est beauty, will decayr^ 
^^ What flpw'ret caai findur^tbcijIoEm ^ 

"At court I'm tqld is beauty's Arone, 
" Where, every^ lady's passing rwe j 

<^ That ea^Dr Bow'tt^ that shame^he suiv 
" Are not ao.|^oiving^.iiQt.s9 fair. . . 

" Theii^ eaH^ i^y didst thou le^ve the bed* 
'^ Wii^ 106^ mii wh^e Uies vse, ^ ?v 

" To ^e^ka^imrose^ whose pale shades ' 
" Must ^ickfO'*— wl^en thpse gaudes are -by ? 
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" 'Mong rural beauties I ^^as one, 
" " Among the fields wild floM^'}^ *ar§ fail';' 
*^ Some country swain mighthne hare Wofe;-"^ 
'^ And thought my 1)eautjr ^laissingrar^. ^ 

*^ But, Leicester, (or I much art wrong) ' ** 
*^ Or tis not beauty lures thy vows j' 

^^ Rather ambition's gilded crown * ^ * 
" Makes thee forget thy humble •spwuse. 

'" Then, Leicester, why, again I plead,, 
" (The injur'd surely may repine,)- ' ' 

" Why didst thou- wed a country maid, ' : ' 
^^ When some fair princess might be ^Sihi^ ? 



\ 

^^ Whj didst thc^ci ^pmiieimjr bumble ehatmfe^ . 

*^ And, oh 1 fhen kare th^ to decay 7 
'^ Why didst Aon wirf me to % rtmis, 

^ Then fevta me to'motn^ tb'e Ike^llo^g day ? 

^^ The village maidens of the pidn 

'^ Sakite me lowly afrtihey go 5 -1 ; '' '• 

^' Envious they marir my silken ^^rwi^^' '>' ^ 
'^ Nor think a eoubtesir caii ha^ ivoe^^ " 

^^ Tile simple nymphs \ tfaeyfittk^lnow, 
" How fer more happy's ilr^ e^tate^ ' ^ 

^* — To snifle for joy— dian sigh ftr Wot-J^/'- 
" — To be content— than to be j^rtet. =*'' 



'^ How fJEur le«3 bk&t am I tiian them? '•.- (• 
^ Daily to {i&ne and waste with caietl * 

'' like die poor plants that from ity stem 1 
^ Divided— feels die chiUkig air. 

^' Nor (cruel eart !) can I etojoyAt if 

^^ The humble* charms <^ sdUtud^ ; - 

'^ Your minions proud niy peace'^tistroy^ ' • ' - 
^^ By sullen fib^s 6r pratidgs ride. . 

'^ Last night, as sad I chanc'd to stray, 

^^ Tlie village deatfi-bell smote my ear'; 
^ They ^ink*a aside, arid seem'd to s«y, 

«SComtes% ptejiare— 1^ '- 

vol, IV, H . 
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>^Ai)^aow> while Iuy]|>j peasants sleep, ^ 

^' Here I sit lo^idy aAd forlorn-f 
^^ No one to soQfl|§ me as I weep, 
i>V$a¥a JPtu]oineloaj!Oiideirt^^ - 

'^ My spirits •Jbjg«-*m J bppes decay^ 
" Still that dread deatb<*bell smkes my^^r ; 



<€ 
€< 



And mfMoy a boding seems ^d say, 
Cpmiles^rfnreiMMre^^tby end is near." 



Thus sore^^i^^lj^ that la4y gric^v'd, 
In di]gpor4{fiJU[ so lone and drear ; ^ 

An4inany.^ihQart£d.t ^igh she heay'd. 
And letjj^^^any ii.bitter tear, r 

And ere tbtrdf^wn Of day^aj^ar'd, 
Jn Cvmnor Hall so. lone and drear. 

Full many a piercing scream was heard. 
And many a cry :6f mqjtal fear. 

The death-bell'^thriqe was beqxd tQ ring. 
An aerial ^i^fi^y^ heard to 'caU, 

hxA thrice tfee i^vep %pp'd its wipg 
Around the lov'm of. Caspar H^. 

The jna^iff howl rd at vOlajs^ doot^ 
The oak$ ;}yx^ shattered on th^ gifeenf 

Woe was the bourr?*fi^^e^,il^^ 
Thai ^ple^s mxo^ iitty0& s^en. ; 



*' 
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And in jtfiat manornomriia. mofe 

* 

Is cheerfiil fefist a«d sprightly ball ; / 
For ever sinofTthat dieaiy bpur ^ 
Have spirita haimted Cumnor Hall. 

The village ]iiai4fi> i^tb fearful glance^ 
Avoi|l the apdent moss-grown vrpll } 

Nor ever lead, the jneri^ dance^ 
Among the groves of Cuqii^ Hall* ■ 



Full many a travell^ oft hath sigh'd^ 
And pensive wept the countessVfaU^ 

As wandVing onwards they've espie^ , * 
The haunted tow^r^ of Qumnor-I^l,. . f 
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ARAB£LI«4 STUART. 

K.I 

[tint printed m tbif CoUeclioiL] 

Whbrs JLondon's Tow'r its turrets shoW| 

So statdbjr hy the Thames's ^ 
Fair Arabella child of woe^ 

For many.a-day had sat and sitgh'd. 
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And as she heaid die Wnres arise. 

And aA ritt Iteaitl- the Meak wlittlinftMrj 

As fiiat dtd heavie her heaHf^ iigfcs, '" 
And atili so ftst her tesM Si ftMi' '' 

The sun that jdy'dUieblithsoiiieday,^ ' 
The moon that cheer'd the nighf s' diill hour. 

Still found the &ir to'grief a prtf, ' '' 

The victim of^fHataic'ymt't.' ' -' ' - ' 

" And why;" fliaf Ini^hsss lady cried, 
" Fn)rii''ibjiil liice aih I deHv'd I* 
** Had! to'peiiMnte-|>een allied, 

« ii4^; ibff pbOT.' 1 ften hkHWi: • 

" Ambition nerer won my mind, 

" For many its victiin I have known ; 

" Alas I I^ me, here once coafin'd — . 
" Tlieir bonrs of peacefor ever flown. 

" Because by birth to idngs allied — 
" Ah me' r now cruel the pretence ! 

" My namie oflends the eir of pride : 
«Myb€lti^'6brn— IS my offeice. ^ 

-■:■-. . . , ii 

" Tohi ftom my friends, from all the joys, ' 
, ** That virftous freeclom can anbrd j 
" But more my bleeding bosom si^lis, 
" Totn from my love — my weddeJlord. 
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Alas^ dear youth I and must we party ^ 
^' And shall I see my love no moiej 
Save whe% to sopth my woimd<9d. faearti 
^^jBeac»4^ my tow'r thy whispers soar ? 



^^ When the still nighty with darksom^ shade^ 
^^ Enwraps thes^ dreary w^lls aroood,^ . 

^^ Anxious, I listen, fpf^ thy tread, 

** O'eqoy'd, I l^ear thy dear voice sound, 

^^ But who can tell the pangs so. keen 

*^ That such ill-fated lovers know, 
^* Where tow'rs and bars arise between. 
Dark ^Les al^ye ^nd guards belpw ? 



ti 



" In vain for xne the sun doth rise ! 

" In vain to me the moon doth shine ! 
'^ The smiling earth ne'er cheers my eyes, 

^^ Here doom'd in misery to piiie,' / ' 

" And as I hear the waves arise, 

^^ And as I hear the bleak wiads.roai^ 

^^ Still still as fEist will heave mysigns^- ' 
^^ And still so fast my tears must pow.** 



•t .. 
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Now came her lord mth lover's speed. 
And at the waU thiis "(^hispqjd he : 

^^ Arise, niy bvCji. nor :t)ulik of dread, '' 
^^ tlqr hu^iafid's cdme tk> set thce'fiee/' 
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^^ Th' astcHiidVa lady looe mA ^e4; ' 
And saw hi^'iiyrarstttiid below ;^*»-^ ■ 

^^ The UessiBg^^tli^ id'mucli I bebd; ' ^ 
^^ Oli/h0w ctti'stilidu on me bftrtbw P* 



'' Oh, I bate brib'd the partial fateah-^ 
^^ D^ste^iid this ladder, Icfve, to lh< 

^^ On yonder stream a ship awaits, 
f^ To waft us o'er the briny t;ea. 
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Fair Arabella heard the tale. 

And thrice for joy she tum'd and sij^h'd ; 
Yet ere sh^ let fond hope prevail. 

Thus to the hasty youth she cried : 

^^ Ix)rd Sejmiour, well I know thy heart, 
^^ Thy truth'and constancy to me ; 

" Yet liefer from hence would I depart, ' 
'^ If aught of harm' should h'ap to thee. 

^* For know, should we in flight be ta'eb,' 
" Th' pfletfded crown would have thy llfe- 

^^ Stayj, fcst thy zeal shduld be our baxie^*^ 
^ Aod^tipadk tbe heart of thy poor wife/' 



Oh then lord Seymour wa3j:ed pale. 
And tbrice'lbrj.^ief he^^b'd iull sore : 

" And npt^flQt^il'aJiilriny. projects firil, 
*^ 4f^ a)l my. Iji^p^i^ blf^ teo'er ? *' 
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^' Too cruel maid Ito let* jioiid fear 

^^ Thus dash the hofie thatnefer*! return ! 

^^ Oh come^ nay lave-»-«or w&oton tear • 
^^ The beaii that aye fet^e doth bum. 

^ Dear wiie^ no. more om hopes withstand* 
^^ Descend--w)r we «hall m^et no inore-'-^ 

Then nimbly drew her lily hand^ 

And down the trembling foir he bore. 

And now adown the Thames' fair stream^ 

That lady joyful sail'd away, 
While flattering hope, with silver df eam^ 

Her bosom sooth'd the Hve-long day. 

And now. she cried, ^^ Adieu to woe ! 

^ Smooth as the gentle stream I see, 
^^ My future hours in peace shall flow, . 

^^ Enriclx*d with love and liberty. 

" And tho' I see the waves arise, 

^^ And tho' I hear the rude winds roar, 
" Yet still no more shall heave my sighs. 

Nor down my cheeks the salt tears pour/' 
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But now the storm began to low'r. 
And 'frighted hope dissolved tQ air, 

(That fkithle$s fahtom of ah hour !) 
And left the lady to despaiTt 
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In viUn was spread jthe swelling sail^i 
In va|n they ^tl^v before the wind ; 

For tyranqy would still prevail^' 
And stiiye to gMhi tbe free-born mind. 

The haple^ hdy to r^ain, 
,J^jnai*4 -ships qnipad all the oceair-o'er ; 
And grim despair bestrode the main. 
To se|^ tiie vittim id fab poVr. i 

And they have t^'eii that hapless iair^ 
And to thi^ dreary Tow'r have borne f . 
. Nor heed the. pangs of Keen despair. 
With ,w))j[Gi)ii her br^^ing heart is torn. 

There low she lies absorbed in grief ;. 

And^ more ib edge its poignancy, : 
She trembles for a husl^and's life. 

More dear to her than liberty. 

There doom'd her future life to wear, . 

No more the balm of hope to know. 
She yields her to the fiend deispair, . 

That points the barbed dart of woe. >. 

And as she hears the waves arise, 
And as she hears the bleak winds roar^ 

A^ fast do heave her heartfelt sigh$> 
And still so fasf her s^t t^ars pourf 
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ANNA BULLEN; AN ELEGIAC BALLAD. 

[^irst priiited la thir Collection.] 

xliGH she sat in regal state^ 

Lovely Anna^ Euglajid's queen 
(Thoughtless that approaching fate, ' , 

Could so shortly: change the sceiie)^. 



Deckt in robes of loy^ty. 

She appeared some form divine ; 

Glorious in that form to see, . ; 
Beauty's throne and virtue's shrine. 



Lilies so transcendent fair, 

Roses of Ae Tyrian dye. 
Could not with her hand compare. 

Could not with her blushes vie. 

Round her knights and nobles bow'd. 
Proud to wait beside her throne—* 

Anna mild, as Henry proud, 

Smi)'4 on all, knd frown'd on none^ 
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Palefac'd misery, grief and woe^ ^ ^ r '. > d 

To her feet did oft r^)air ; 
Bounteous gifts she did bestow,^ 

Generous queen, as good as fidr. ' 

Pity formed her soft and tnild. 

Apt to weep at woe severe ; * •: 

Mercy claim'd he^ for her cluld. 
And for proof produced the tear. 

Many a wretch, with joyful breatli, 
Sav*d from want, her love proclaim; 

Many a miscreant, snatcfa'd from death, 
Grateftil 'btest' her bbuiitebus hamer 

Superstition long had leigh'd. 
Long had rear'd her haggard head \ 

When she heard diat Anna reign'd, 
Scar'd, she trembled, curs'd, and fled. 

Caluhiny, with artful leer. 

Strove to taint her maiden fame ; 

Pride was pleas'd the tale to hear. 
Envy gladly would proclaim. 

But to quell that dark surmize, 
Trutbc Ker faithful glass applied ; 

Truth the en viou9 tale, denies. 

Pride %Vaa humbled^^scandkl died^^ 
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But pale envy, rankliag sore^ ' 
Came disguisM in friendship's name j 

Malice in her breast she bore^- 
Bent to bring this queen to shame. 



.>. 



Hapless Rochford, thee their prey 
Thou with others^ art' decreed— 

But sweet Ann^ more than they^ 
Was the lamb destined to bked. 

Sweet innocence, and shall thy charms. 
And must thy virtues plead in vain ? 

Torn from her smiling infant's arms, = 
Must our lovely queen be slain*? 

Yes, hapless Anna ! thou must fall ; 

'Gainst such tyrant's what defence ? 
Charms nor virtues can avail. 

Nor thy irifknt's eloquence. 

Thou that wast a friend to k\\. 
Hast no friend to plead for thee 5' 

JFriendless (tho* an empress) fall, 
I/amb destin'd for butchery. 

Hark yon distant hollow groan- 
Hark yon woe-firaught murmurs &int— 

Ix), the hellish deed is done— 
F^rewel, Aiipa, t|tieen, aiad saint ! ' 
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Be the deed for ever moum'd^ 
.^ Britain^ lo ! thy deqiest stain ! 
Loveliest queen, .that thee adorn'df 
Thj heard-hearted king hath skvu 
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Pale that face whose beauty charm'^'^ 
Of whose smiles a king was proud :' • ' 

Pale those hands a sceptre ann*d,-^ a ;-- y,-. • 
Wrapped in a drearj^ shroud! 

Mangled is that neck and breast. 

That e'en envy fair all6w'd ; 
Where all graces were fexpress'd— 

Wrapped in a dreary shroud ! 

Charms, whose lustre bright hath shone>. 

Now, ^las ! shall shine no more ; 
TVansient charms-^for ever flpw'n^ — 

Pomp and pow'r— for ever o'er. 

Now no more shall those bright eyes ' 

Weep to hear the tale of grief ; 
Nor, when, pale-fac'd sorrow cries, ■* 

Shall those hands extend relief. 

■ t 

r . .. ' 

But, sweet queeh^ tl^u 3till shfijjeign > 
On a brighter jJironfi 9b9ye^ , ^, , 

Where no fiend thy peape s1hall,st4in^ 
Nor ensnare thy mooarch's love. 
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E'en on earth tliy fame shall bloom . 

Br^g|fater ftvr di' opposing shade : 
And iisy name, in times to come^ 

Puie^and Virttous be displayed. 

And thy grave a hallowed shrine^ 

Thb' but turf the spot adorn : 
There shall many a form divine^ 

Guard thy iishes, eve and mom. 

Kety (neglected saint !) 

Oft with grief shall wander near 3 
And^ in pangs of sad despair, 

On the green turf drop a tear. 

There shall come the numerous throng 
Of the wretched thou'st 'relieved. 

Tale to tell, as sweet as .long. 

Of the good works thou's^ atchiey'd. 



Ibe* be* scom'd. 



Ever shaft tUy foe^ bef' scom'd. 

And, w\{ii; liieart-filt tears lEihd-iighs^ 

Shall thy hapless fate T)C m<nim*d— ^' 
For with thee religion i£es. 






Tyrant Heniy, bloody Idng, 

Diwk^^y Ihture yeaw shkirfeli : '• ^'^ 
Ck)nscience, widi-lfei?'V«Kto^*!l«%* ' 

Long shall lash thy guilty souK 
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When mcxre pleasure thoo hast had, 
Pall'd with beauty^ ghit with blood^^ i 

Thou dbalt mourn, tW nam td-^kBd, ? 
Thou ahalt die^ dio^ bow so pnMMU 
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THE LADY AND THE PALMER. 



[Firf t printed in this Collection.J 
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*' Th b view of fnanors^ sttetcVd ate , ^y^, 

** Will iiot;^MX>th sorrow's pow'r,:** .. 
So sang a lady, rich and fair, •/ 

As she sat in her bow'r. . 
^^ Tho' foul heSall me for my mee^, ^ 

'^ And foul be, thought thfi word; 
<^ Would heft^/i^' n^e speed, i^ye ot deild, . 

« To see My alm^e&t lord Iff ; 



^ 
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^Twas 'l^t the time of curfew bell^ 

Wh.eD, all in black array,"^ 
With cross to pray^ and beads to teU^ 

A Pafane r came that way. 
*' Go, page, and call thy lady fair ;" 
/Aloud he did command ; 
*^ Tell her a Palmer's waiting here, 

*^ Come from the holy land/* 



The Palmer saw that foot-page run, 

(As he rang at the ring,). 
The Palpier lookM till the bow'r he won. 

And heard the lady sing : 
'^ Tho'ifiulJbefajH ^fj .for my no^d, 

*^ And foul be thought the word, : 
*^ Would heav'n me speed, alive or dead> 

'' To see my^ absent lord 1*' 
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^' Now welcome, hply Palipeir, and tell , f 
"Thy tidings unto me/' . . ., ,: > 

" Oh, lady, it is not maay a day, ;,.,-. ^ 
^* Since I thy lord did see/* 

" Oh when will he adone with the wars ? * 

.■■.-■ ' ' » . 

" Sweet Palmer tell to me/' 
** Oh Ijadyj, He's now adone with the wars, ^ ,. 
« In truth iteii to thee/' . - 
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*' Alaa I wiMt imluiBAi\»Ai^^§X-\m*^\iBh '" 
"Dear Pal*«fr^li»;rt **!'? 'i^*' <'** «** " 

« In truth I'te»f«>'«fati*i«"'«*- "'=-"* *"«^^ " 
« Buti»'*dr^tio»M«A flM^'H^^^toi"^ " 

« No token ctf>K»eio tflli>? "-' '"•'» "^"^ " 
« No reliqiMJ ^'thfelWff; olf t««»*oif?ftiti' ""^''' " 

« Or gaude of tb**«M iiodhtty'jr'''^"* "^ 




<» But I^fMnfr'fo'^yil fet^wfe^ 'ft rt ^ '^ " 
« Is dyinjfflttti»«fi«'<i«intf3^'' * ""' ^* " 

Oh then tUHPMy'V^ibiluS Atfif ctfti """■ ^"^ " 
Re-echoe*^i»1y ;rtr>»*.v^r od lot! buA >' 

Ran like the fountehi ftfeW^" '<<" '" ''l^ *' 

« Oh Palmer, itt<B«la!l«».'fiiAi'^:' "^'>i" ^" "'"^'^ 
« For what thou teffiSttoi! * * '••' •*• a*'0^' 

<< But now^ im I'^wteiiHf <(b th^ iii^cddi^j^ "'/ 
« My dying lottf «» s<!fc' " ' ' ' ' ^'•'' "^ 

" And fho' IMl 1ii<fi(ll i£i^ fot< dl^ miteA; ''"'^ " 
« And foul be «IJ«feM'thertKjrd,'""' "^''- ' ' 

'< Goodliest'a inOr s|^ ! forj div^ w '^itd'/ 

> « ru see my dearesrlora. ' ' • '^ ''* 

.■■■ ,.;o'» 
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^ Afid iKiw^tty foot-page^ nin, I foiif 9 ' 

^' On thy lady's last, last boon; ' 
!!; V f^ A.|^gnia'8 gowQ i^ black oi^ of grBy> 

^^ Wi^ scrip and sandal shocMi : 
^^ And ^fikp tiijfeae stilus gaudes witib thee^ 

^^AndtakethiskktleoVgrcenj 
^^ F<Hr 'tis npt befitting widows, like nie> * 

^^ In sucb> garb to be seen. 



^' And cut these Mranton loc}cs, X |>Tay>. 
^^ And take my gpld ring&tlvfpe ^^ .. » 

" For i|EmM]|gQm'& g^b {'U t^vpty^nr^qr: » * ' 
^^ To my lcNrd,^>tb^, east cpuntry«i^ ^ ^ 
And now; tl^^' 1^ ^fiiU^^y xs^^ ; » 5 -Iv 






And foul be thought t^\K9>i^> ,);,., 



GoodJ^v']^ me speed I for, aliy^ or dead^ ^ 

XtxX ' -'■ V, 



^^ m see my dearest lo9^'' 






tlien up arose thi^ Pklmer maoy v; m '' 

Amazjd such love jto.see ; < • ^ \ 
For thei lady, already some pac^a hUd rao^k 

In her way to the east country. ^ v 
" Lady, sUQf J^ fqr from th' Jioly 1^4 ; » J,.^sn 

<^ Thy lord>]|a9t words ilblingi;::!;: - -^ ' 
^^ And Jo 1 to my care/from- off his' hipd^ 

^^ He pledg'd this golden ring, 
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The lady sprang, and seizM the ring. 

And a show'r of tears she shed ; 
^* Now I know by this pledge, that thou dost bring,. 

** That my dear lord is dead^ 
^ Yet still, tho' foul befall my meed, 

*^ And foul be thought the word, ' ^ 
^' Would heav'n me speed ! tho' he be dead^ 

^^ Fd see my dear-lov*d lord." . , 



^^ Oh weep not, lady. Weep not so, 

^^ Nor Against thy sad fate strive y 
^^ For shouldst thou see bim^ thou well dpjstrkhow, 

^* Thou couldst not make him live. . 
*^ But calm thy mind, oh lady fair ! . 

^* But calm thy mind, I pray; n 

*^ No^ Jet that cursed.fiend despair 

^^ Ttlius Vhelm thee with dismay.^ 



* • 



>9 



** Oh cruel Pftliner ! say n«^ so, ' v; 

^' Nor think to coBafooft me j 
^' And tho^o^twould but increase my woe, . 

^^ My dead lord 1 would see-" 
*^ Alas l,.a^l^!tho^, lady fair.^U-, , ^ 

*' But if it so must be* 

" I. 

*^ I can by learned lore declare, 
^^ How thou thy lord may'st sec/' 
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^^ Oh say-st thou so, thou Palmer dear ? 

^^ Now shalt thou have gold and ifee : 
*^ ITien tell me. Palmer, tell me, where 

^* My dead lord I may see ? 
Then quick that wily Palmer led 

The lady to the bow*r. 
And in a book full long he read. 

While fast her tears did pour. 

** Oh I know well, by this black book, 

'^ That he'll appear this night ; 
^^ But white and ghastly he will look, 

^' And will thee much aflright.*^ 
^' Oh I care tiot,** the lady said; - ' 

" TTio' foul be thought the word, 
"Would heav'n'me speed ! tho' he be dead, 

" Td see my dearest lord." 

■ 

" On yon kirk-greeri, at dark midnight^ 

" Thy dead lord will appear : 
" Far off you'll see his hapless Sprite— 

" But, lady — go not near, 
" So n^w go chaunt fall many a. prayer, 

" Devout upon tby knee ; 
*^ And to the kirk-green at night repair, 

*^ Thy dead ted for to see." ^ 
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Now rose the moon with solemn pride. 

Sweet night's enchanting queen^ 
And o'exLthe lonely kirk-yard wide 

Was shed her silver sheen. 
And then came forth that lady &ir, ' . 

And to the kirk-green wint — 
Cold blew the blist — ^and her sweet hair. 

Was all with dew besprent. 

And now the hours had gone their round. 

And dreary was the green, 
And nought was heard save the lone sound 

Of the blast that blew so keen. 
Yet still she sig^'d, ^* Tho' foul my meed> • 

" And foul be thought the woard> 
^5 Would'heav^q me speed ! tho' he be dead," 

" I'd see my dear-Wd lord." 

Scarce had she spoke ; when from the east ^ 

A ghostly form did gllde-^ 
She started wild— -she smote her breast — 
. And on the kiiic-green died. 
The Palmer threw aside the sheet. 

And frantic rav'd and oried ; , 
Then curs'd hi|s avarice indiscreet. 

And by the lady died . 
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XXIII. 
THE FAIR MANIAC. 

[First printed in this-Collection.] 

1 iiB night was dark, the blast blew cold, 

And loud the tempest; roar'd ; 
Blue lightnings flash'd from pole to pole^ 

The stormy torrent poiir*d ; 
M ankiad^ botb high and low, in bed 

Were slielter'd safe and warm; 
Save onie distracted maid, who fled 

'Mong all the thidiest ^orm. 



And erer arfd'anon she isped 

Whei'e most the tempest poured. 
And wh^re^'the thunders overhead 

With loudest tertor warr'd t , ' 
Thro' lonesome dell or dreary glad^. 

Or kirk-yard graves among. 
She wander'd all wild, and thus (poor maid) 

With madlike glee she suiig : • * 
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'' Bcatj beat, ye winds ; ye torrents^ pour 5 

'^ Fight, warring clouds above ; 
'^ Flash, lightnings, flash ; loud thunders jroar ; 

*' But hurt not my true love : 
'^ For him I seek both night and day^ 

*' For him bewilder'd rove j 
" Ye lightnings, light me on my way, 

*' In search of my true love. 

'^ For him I bear the summer's, burn^ 

'* And brave the wintry wind j 
^^ And day and night for him I mourns 

^^ I^'or he has prov*d unkind ; 
*^ Ye torrents, rush ; ye thunders, roar; 

^' Flash, flash, thou angry sky; 
*^ For I shall see my love no more, 

'^ And I for him will die. . 

^^ The cold, cold night is dkrk and drear, 

'^ And I cannot find my love ; 
^* Ah me ! — I've search 'd both far and near ; 

** Where, wanderer, canst thou rove ? 
*^ But I'll pursue and stop tliy speed-— 

*^ And oh 1 for thy scorn to me, 
** ril make thy heart like mine to bleed, 

*' And then V\\ die with thee." 



) 
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A valiant knight was riding by^ . 

All in the storm/ rain; 
And he heard the hapless damsel sigh^ 

And bitterly complain. 
She frantic o'er the wild heath sprung^ 

And frantic cried aloud ; 
Then stopp'd the knight, and thui^ she sung. 

While he all wondring stood : 

*^ Oh turn^ sir knight, thy milk-white steed> 

'^ And hear my mournful song ; 
'^ And then in valiant knightly deed 

^^ Return and right my wrong : 
** I lov'd a knight, and lov'd him true, 

*^ And constant love he swore, 
" But he's prov'd false, and I must rue— 

'^ And I must still deplore. 

" He lives at yonder glitt'ring tow'r, 

*^ He lives nor thinks of me ; 
*^ Oh knight, I'd bless thy valor's pow'r, 

" Could I the traitor sec : 
^^ Then turn, sir knight, thy milk-white steed, 

*^ The way it is not long ; 
" And may th' lady you best love be thy mted, 

" K thou wilt right my wrong l" 
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. ^' Yes, I will right thy wrong, fiiir maid/' 
The gentle knight replied ; 
^^ But I can see no towV display'd, 
^^ The darksome night doth hide/* 

" Oh yesi'^^dflferhinr *fi cried, 
^^ That faithless knight doth dwell ; 

^' T'^as thro* the lightnings gleam I spied 
« The gUtfring tow'r full well." , 

» » ■ . ... ^ . 

" If on my steed, poor maid, thou'tt ride, 
^ i -.' ^^?My steed shall <iarry tHee.** 
^^ Yes, knight, rU go,'* the maid replied, ' 

" The combat for to see." 
And now they rode with hasty speed. 

And soon they reach'd the hill. 
And soon tlicy reach'd the tow'r decreed 

Their purpose to fulfill. 






' t 
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PART THE SECOND. 



" Arouse ! arouse ! thou faithless knight^ 

^ Arouse ! thou stony breast.'? 
^^ Who dares/*' he cried, ^* in this drdad night, 
, '^ Wlho daires disturb iny rest?'* \ 
" It's thy true lov6^ whom Ajwif didst Sight, 

" That' cailsr Office 'teta^ '%^ 
'^ Arouse ! arouse ! thoii faithless knigh^^ 

^^ Arouse to fight or wed !*' 



The knight arose and op'd the gate. 
And saw his love stand there-—— 



Her face, that was so fair of late. 
Was stain'd with many a tear : 

Her lips, once red as autumn fruit. 
Were pallid now and coarse ; 

Her voice, once sweet as the silver lute, 
Was now as. the raven's hoarse. 
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A faded wreath was upon her brow,. 

Her gown all rude and rent ; 
And her hair, that once so bright did flow^ 

Was all with dew besprent. 
*' I am thy- own true love> dear knight, 

*^ And i am come to wed, 
" In my bridal garments all bedight, 

*' And my garland on my head. 

*^ To the holj^ Iciirk, love, we'll repair, 

^' As bride and bridegroom gay ; 
*' The lightnings, tha^ around uff glare, 

^^ Shall cheer us on the way : [ 
*' Of the green, green grgiss, so soft with dew, 

"'^ We^ll make our .bridal bed ; 
*' And of hemlock fair, and nightshade blue, 

^^ A pillow for our head. 
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" The thunders, that so loudly roaf, 

" Shall be our musick, loVe ; 
^* And we will sing while the rain' doth pour, 

*^ So merrily we will rove : 
" And when Vm de&d, with my bridal ring 

"Let me be. laid full W,- ' < ' 

** And over the green turf danCC and ^ing, 

" For my heart shall feaVeit^W(« !" 
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The knight he trembled sad and lore^ . 

As he saw his true love. stand ; . 
She sprang and kist him o'er and o'er— 

But he push'd back her hand. 
" Oh fight,'' she cried, .^^ my stranger knigfat> 

^* Oh fight, for thou art strong ; 
" Lo ! he returns iny love with spite, 

^^ Revenge a^maiden's wrong/' 

*^ Go get," he cried, " thy sword and shield, 

^^ And get thy helm and spear ; 
^^ Folr I will make thy pi:oud heart yield, 

^^ To revenge this damsel ^ear." 
^^ Yes, I will get my ?word and shield, . 

^^ And I will get my spear ; 
^^ For there's no knight to whom I'll yield, 

" No knight whom I will fear." 

Then fought those knights all in the fie aS, 

They fought for many an hour j 
They broke their speiu's, they cleav'd their shields. 

And their blood in streams did pour ; 
And thrice they stopp'd, with toil o'erspent, 

To wipe their bleeding brow 5 
And thrice they drank, with one consent. 

Where the purling stream did flow. 



iC 
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And wlule«tfaey fought tntb hardy wroth. 
The mad maid sat and sung : 

*^ Fight oDi fight OD> my ohampions both, 
'^ The woodland hills nmong; 

^' And he tji^titiy^es shaU-bave my trotb> 
" I'll twine- our hearts in one :' ' 
Fight on, fight on, my champions both, 
" Till the bloody victory *s won. 



'^ FH weav^ a shroud for him that's slain, 

" And fast my tears shall flow : . 
" Fi^t on, my knights^ ta sooth my pain, 

^^ For my heart is sick with woe ; 
^ ril sing aild pray for him that's slain, 

*' And mourn both day and night ; 
*^ For 'tis my hearths blood your shields doth stain, 

^^ My woes — for which ye fight." 

Full-long they fought, until, overcome. 

The faithless knight did fall : : 
^^ Wrong'd maid," he cried, *^ thy cause hath won, 

*^ Come hear my dying call." 
Then up she sprang in frantic mood. 

And kiss'd his pale, pale cheek ; 
And, frantic, drank the smoaking blood, ^ 

That from his wounds did reek. 
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^^ O this ftews from that heart,*^ she cried^ 

' ^^ That caused me so dear ; 
^^ But now^ in a rushing crimson tide^ 

^^ It pays me tear for tear/' 
Then from the gaping ^^Ounded slide 

His quiv'ring he&rt she tore. 
And to the knight^ with frantic pride^ 

The bloody prize she hore. 

^^ Oh this the stony heart/^ she cried^ 

^^ That caus'd my tears to flow, 
^^ And made me roam 4ie land so w3de, 

^^ In all the pang^ of woe :'' » 
Then to the dted knight did she liiei 

And laid her by his side ; 
She kissed the heart> ^alid with a sigh — 

That hapless mad maid died. 



( 
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XXIV* ■ 
THE BBIDAL BEU. 

[Fifst printed in this Collection.] 

T-rwas a'tnaid of low degt^^ 

Sat on her true love's gmve, 
And with her tears most piteously 

The green turf she did lave ; 
She strew'd the flowers, she pluekM tlie^^edf, 

And show'rs of tears she" shed : 
*^ Sweet turf," she cried, '^ by fate decreed ' 
To be my bridal bed ! 



if 



*^ I've set thee, flow'r, for that the flow'r 

*^ Of manhood lieth here ; 
^ And water'd thee with plenteous show*r 

^^ Of many a briny tear.*' 
And still she cried, " Oh stay, my love, 

^^ My true-love, stay for me ; 
*^ Stay till I've deck'd my bridal bed, 

^^ And I will follow thee. 



\ 
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^^ I pluck'd thee, weed, for that no weed 

^^ Did in his bosom grow ; 
^' But sweetest flow'rs from virtue's seed, 

*^ Did there spontaneous blow : 
'^ But ah ! their beauteous tints no more 

^^ Their balmy fragrance shed, 
'^ And I must strew this meaner flowV, 

^^ To deck my bridal bed. 

*' Sweet turf, thy green more green appean, 

'^ Tears make thy verdure grow, 
'^ Then still I'll water thee with tears, 

^^ That thus profusely flow. 
'^ Oh stay for me, departed youth, 

^^ My true-love, stay for me ; 
'^ Stay till I've deck'd my bridal bed, 

*^ And I will follow thee. 



*^ This is the flow'ry wreath he wove, 

'^ To deck his bride, deiar youth ! 
*' And this the ring with which my love 

f^ To me did plight his troth ; 
*' And this dear ring I was to keep, 

^^ And with it to be wed — • — - 
*^ But here, alas ! I sigh and weep, 

" To deck my bridal bed." 
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-4 
i 

\ 

A blitltoooie itlrig^t oame riding by, - " ' 

And^ as the bright mocm'^shbiie^ ' ' ^ 
He saw her on the green tippf lic^ ' ^ 

And heard xher piteous moan ; ' ' 

For loiid &e criei « Oh stay, injf fc^ ^^ri • 

*^ My true-love, stay for me ; ' '^' '* 

'^ Stay tfll IVc deck'd my bridri bed, ' ' 

'' And I will follow thee.*" - ^ 



<^ Oh say,'^ he Wtod, ^* feir nmideri,^, -^ ^*^ * 
«^ What cause dofti Wodtk thy Woe, ' * -^ ' 

♦^ That dflra cold gravt thod dost Uq^^ • <' */' 
^^ And fefit thy tears o'erBcnr.*' ' l ' 

^^ Oh ri have cause to weep for wotf, •" • '^'t " 
^^ For my true-love fa d«i)d; ' • <^^ ' 

*^ And thusi ^iWiile fet my tears o*erflo#, • * '' * 
/a deck my bridal bed/' ^ ^^' ' 

/ 

'' Be calm, fair maid/' the knight Tef«i6d^''t* ' 

" Thou art too ydung toklie; ' ' ' ^ ' 
« But go with ine; aitd-lsie m^^ bride, ' a. i 

" And leave the old to sigh/?-^' i 

But still she cil6d,*^ Oh stay, my l6f*,'i*''5» ' 

^^ My true-^lovc titay fof me ; "* r^^ '^^*' ' 
" Stay Hill Fv^ tlecte: my bridal bed, • * ^ «' 

^^ And Iwill follow thee/' ' » 



■ . t 



f 
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^^ And leavQ:4i|)JA.dF^.i^«fK9iiV . * r i . 
^^ And thou sh^«fl«pktm vob^ of goj^^n. % 

*^ A lady rich 9#4tliW ; .. - . ^^ ; , ^ 
^' Thou 8b«)t ^veJi^^iMPiil 9«l«(Uosi.^%^ . t.. } 

^^ And when, ^W€^,9>at4|'>we*3pedi >» i?-^ 
^« O thou, B\mki ta^ #iwh iHirtljf gMV I > xt^ '^ 

^* To deck thy hrMW M-'i. ; I'i* t r^ f: 



'^Ohhol*,|h]F,p«<9fi,,tbpWCW?^*^««^ .m 

^^Norurgftanf,ft3#s^.i. . ,^, „{ /,> 

*^ Witfcttoii my..trqtb.jl w|Uo9!i|jj>]iigM* »;., r 

** For all thy pw^^SrAvf-;: j-.u - .;> I.n/V 
** But I wi.^,4ie>*iti^W<fl^^l<TV^^^ 

«Mytrue4oV^^#9y.ft)r,.wfiV..: „j -v : - 
'* Stay tiai^ve.4iB9k5d.my.J^i(3|j|lM^: ^ -u /. ^ 

«* And I will ftJl<nv.^Cv .-^ : ,i;! j ; ,i« • 

^* TblO^ajS'TpflA/t^itk^jI d^ . J, ,,j 

« This turf is al} I duav^i} t : ^ 

«Fo^all^^>fb<q>^p^^d4l^^yjqyl|^ -.^.^ 

^^ Lie buried iQ^i^us gr^iTfi : ,, , f 

"Nowmy tn3^tev€^is.4sfid,;,i ,. .. ^i/ 

** But with^<MiiTO*W'/r;W4»«^^ 
« I deck my bridW Jk^." 

Y9L. IV. K 
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*^ Oh ! be my bride^ thoii weeping fair, 

^^X)h ! be my bride, I pray } 
^^ And I will build a tomb most rare, 

" Where thy true love shall lay :*' 
But still with tears she cried, ^^ My love,^ 

'^ My true-love, stay for me ; 
<^ Stay 'till I've deck't my bridal bed, 

" And I will follow thee. 

^^ My .love needs hot a tomb so. rare, 

^an a green grave we will lie ; 
^^ Our carv'd works — these flow'retsfaiiV' 

^^ Our canopy — the sky. •■. . 
" Now go, sir knight, now go thy ways— r 

^^ Full soon I shall be dead— 
^* And then return, ia^some few days, 

^* And deck my bridal bed. 

^' And strew the ik)w*r, and phiek the thorti,r 

'* And cleanse the tur^ I pray ; ' : 

*' So may some hand -thy turf adorn, » : 

" When thou* in grave ^halt lay. 
^^ But stay, ioJi thou whom dearl lovey- * ! 

^^ My true-lovey stay for me ^ 
^' Stay till I've deck't my bridal j>ed> 

" And I will follow.thee." . j . 
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^^ No, maid, I will not go my ways, 

^^ Nor leave thee here alone ; 
^^ Nor, while despair upon thee preys, 

^^ Neglect thy woeful moan : ' 
^^ But I will stay and share thy woe, 

^^ My tears with thine I'll shed 5 
^^ And help thee pluck the flow'r, to strew 

'' O'er thy sad bridal bed," 

Now from the church came forth the priest. 

His midnight chaunt was done. 
And much the hapless maid he prest 

To cease her piteous moan : 
For still she cried, ^* Oh stay, my lov>^ 

^^ My true-love, stay for me ^ 
*^ Stay till I've deckt my bridal bed, 

'' And I will follow thee/' 

'^ CMi ! kneel with me,"' he cried, '^ dear maid, 

^^ Oh ! kneel in holy prayer 5 
^^ Haply kind heav'n may send thee aid, 

*' And sooth thy dread deq>air." 
'' I blame not heav'n," the maid replied, 

^^ But mourn my true-love dead ; 
'^ And on bis green grave I will 'bide, 

'' For 'tis my bridal bed," 
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The hapless maid knelt dovmy for item 

That holy priest should blame ; 
But still vnA every hallowed prayer. 

She sigh'd her true love's name. 
And softlf cried, ^' Oh stay, my lovfe, 

^^ My true-love stay fbr me ; 
" Stay 'till I've deckt my bridfil bed, 

" And I will follow thee," 



'^ Etl^gh,^ efifough, tkou sof e-tried deitr V^ 
The weeping knight exclaimed f 

" Enough, IVe tried thee^ matchless fair, 
" And be the trial blam'd : 

^^ I am^'thy love, lliy own trae-'loTe, 
^^ And I am eoroeto wed ; 

^^ Nor shall this turf thy green grave prove^ 
Nor be thy bridal bed. 



(( 



>^'l am^ -a knight of noble name> 

" And thou of low degree j 
^^ So like a shepherd poor I came, 

^^ To prove thy constancy." 
^^ But she, with woe foirlorn, still cried, 

" My «rue-love stey for me 5 
'' Stay 'till I've deck'd my bri^ bed, 

^^ And I will folkiw the«." 
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Again, ^' Enough, thou sore-tried maid !" 

The knight in tears exclaimed ; 
/^ See at thy feet thy true-love laid, 

^^ Of all his guile ashamM. 
" Forgive me, maid— my love ^^ ^^kbort — 

'^ And let us instant wed ; 
'^ And thou with tears ^f joy, my Idve, 

'' Shall deck thy hridal hed/' 



t 



'I--' aI*' • 



him ?"— ?exclaim'd the maid, , 

hmi livf» ^"— slie ptipH • 



'^ And art thou 

^' And dost thou live ?" — ^she cried 

^^ Too cruel love !" — she faintly said- 
Then wrung his hand — and died— 

Stay," cried fhe knight, all woe-hegone^ 
^^ Now stay, my love, for me ; 

^^ Stay *till Fve deckt our bridal bed, 
^^ And I will follow thee." ' '' 



In vain the priefst, with holy lore^ 

By turns did sooth and chide ; 
The knight, distracted, wept full sore, 

And on the green turf died — 
And underneath (may faeav'n them save !) 

The lovers bath were laid ; 
And thus, in truth, the green-turf grave 

Became their brnial bed. 
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XXV, 
THE LORDUNG PEASANT. 

[Firkt printed in this CoUecfion.] 

1 H £ baro^ sat on his castle wall^ 
Aod beheld both dale and down : 
The'ibanors that stretchM so far around 
He knew to be all his own. 

The warders blew their sounding horns^ 
And their banners wav'd in air ; 

■ 

Their horns resounded o*er the dale. 
Their banners shone afar. 

The baron he sigh'd as he looked above. 
And he sigh'd as he look'd adown, 

Altho* the rich manors that streteh'd so far 
He knew to be all his pwur 

Up then arose his ancient nurse. 
That had borne him on her knee ; 

^^ And why dost thou sigh, thou noble youth, 
^^ At a sight so fair to see }" 
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And again bespake that ancient nurse^ 

That had born him on her knee : 
*^ And why dost thou sigh ? it's all thy own 

^^ That thou so for dost see/' 

Oh then bespake that noble baron, 

*' And* heavily spake he : 
^^ But I've never a true and faithful wife, 

^^ To share it all with me. 

^' And if I should marry a courtly dame, 

'^ (Alas, that it so should be !) 
^^ She'd love my castles and love my lands, 

^^ But she would not care for me/' 

Oh then bespake that ancient nurse : 

" Now take advice of me ; 
'^ If you'd have a true wife, then go and wed 

" Some maiden of low degree. 



'^ And be disguis'd in plain attire, 
^^ Like some young peasant rove, 

^^ And let her not know thy high degree ; 
** So shalt thou prove her love." 

Then calkd the baron his young foot page. 

Full loudly called he ; 
The bonny foot-page full swiftly ran,| 

And knelt upon his knee. 
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^^ Oh hark the6 well, my young foot-page^ 

'^ To what I tell io thee ] 
^f And keep thee my secret faithfolly, 

" And thou shah have gold and fce^ '" ' 

" Go. bring me here a peasant's coat, . •< 

" With hose and shoone also, 
'^ And drtfolly disguise my fece, 

" That no one may me knowi 



r 

" And wh^n f ^Oy and *hc*tt 1 come, 
^' Let no one know firom thee 5 • ' ' 

^^ But keep thee my secret faithfully, 
^^ And Aou shalt have gold and fee. 



t I 
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The sun-beams gitt the distant hills. 

And on the streattHs did play, 
When^ ift a peiasaM's liomcly garb, ■ iJ 

That baron took his way. ' ' 

The early pilgrim blithe he hailM, 

That o'er the hills did stray ; 
And tnaiiy an early husbandman^ * 

That he met on Ws vray. 

The new-wak'd birds their matins sutig. 

In wildly warbling lay, 
While thro' full many a lonely path 

The baron took his way. ' ; 
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And blithe and merrily did he wdnd^ 

And blithe and merrily lued>. 
Until he came to a naral cot^ 
' Where a maiden fanr did '*bide. ^ 

Tho' lowly diid unfcndWn ta feme, 
This maid was passing £iip| 

Like some swefet ^tet^ that in vtfk 
Sequester'd, scents tiie>iiir. 



' ■• \. 
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Sweet wa9.tbe;^iael9djy,<>f h^jSj^ffiice.t .. •; 

The woodland wilds ^maj?g },.,_ 
So sweetrrrihat wooclweles'* OA J^^!^ ^i*y 

Sat listening to her song. ,j ■ .^ 

Bui, mor^ than 4l)> her yoadafi^) bedrHr i , >. i 
Was fraugh)t ji^iliiyiitu^'^il^re j ; . , [ ij 

Mpre f^r>, i^pre t^der, md m^^^ - •■ 

Was maiden ne'^r before* . , /,. / i ;. 

The maiden stood at her cottage gate^ r 

Her nursling lambs to, fe^^^ . ;, .^ _ / 

An4)isbe, saw. tlv^^^lith^Qme i«^»pg^r ^yo^ 
Come trippiBg.oV,thi^ mesi4M:, u ^ - 

The ]j3aiden«s<iw>d beside lA^.isot^ 

To view the mornii>g sK^enci 
And she ^nd^ WMh$c¥Oie:^traAger: youth 

-Come tripping' aV5|:-A§:g?feenwi. , t . . 

* A species of thrush ; the ouzle. 
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And lo ! with many a fond excuse^ 
The youth would there remain ; 

While many a wily tale he told. 
Her simple heart to gain. 

And soon her sighs and blushes told 

She did the youth approve ; 
For Where's the maid that can resist 

The vows of faithful love. 

** Lo I've a cpttage — and I've a cow— 

*' And, many a sheep beside— 
^^ And I've a field of ripeiving corn— 

" And I'll make thee my bride !" 

The list'ning damsel heard his vows, 

And thrice for joy she sigh'd j 
She thought the young peasant passing rich>. 

And vow'd to be his bride. 

And oft her mother heaidlhe tale, / 

^or did the dame repine : 
^^ And if thou canst keep her, stranger youth/ 

'' The damsel shall be thine." 

Oh then *^ Farewell, my charming fair," 

The lordling peasant cried ; 
'^ For I must wend for many a mite^ 

" 'Ere I can take a bride." 



OLD BALLADS. 1S» 

'^ Oh say not so, thou stranger youth, 

^^ Oh say not so, I pray; 
*^ For if thou dost go, oh I shall rue 

" That e'er you came this way/' 

'^ Oh I must go, thou charming maid/' 

The lordling peasant cried 3 
" For I must wend for many a mile, 

'' 'Ere I can take a bride/' 

^f Oh say not so, thou stranger youth, 

'^ Oh say not so, I pray ; 
*' For ever, until thou comest again, 

'^ Must I weep the livelong day," 

'^ Yes, I must go, thou charming maid, 

'^ I can no longer stay ; 
^^ Tho' ever, until I here return, • 

^' Must I moan the livelong day. 



^^ But if before I come again, 
^^ This passing month shall slide, 

** Oh then no more await for me, 
^^ But be another's bride : 

• 

^' For death may meet me on the way, 
^' And from thy arms divide ; 

*^ Or dire misfortune blast my joys, 
*' And 'rive me of my bride/' 
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Oh then fast flowed that maiden's tears^ 

While tenderly she ^ied : 
^^ Believe mc, dc«r youth,* tho' them shouldst die, 

" 111 be. no other's bride/' 

The maiden's face with grief was sad-— 

Her cheek was wet with tears — 
So the pale lily, besprent with rain. 

Or dew-dropt rose, appears. 

And now for many a weary mile 

Her lover hied his way ; , 

The murmorlng winds, that then did blow, 

Did waft his sighs that day. 

And when h^ came to his own domain. 

And to his castle g&te. 
His foot-page faithfully did wait 

To let him in thereat; 

I 

The warders blew their sounding horns. 

And their banners wav'd in air 5 
The horns' resounded o'fer the dale, 

The banners shone afar. 
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And now for many weeks and months 

The baron he did stay ; 
Nor did he seek his dear-lov'd*maid 

For many a livelong day. 

And altho' the tender sigh it cost. 

And heartfelt tear did move. 
Full many a month he sts^'d away. 

Her constancy to prove* 

I 

At length he caird his knights and squires, 

And neighbours of his degree, 
Tq travel in all the pomp of state. 

The lovely maid to see. 

And he hath call'd his ypung foot-page, 

And thus full loikl did say : 
^* With costly gems, and with' robes of state, 

'^ Oh deck me forth this day !' 



\»9 



And now with gay and gallant traiff • 

That baron took his way ; 
The golden sun that so bright doth shine. 

Did gild his pomp that day. 
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Blithsome they blew their sounding horns^ 

And their banners wav'd in air ; 
Their horns resounded o'er the hilk, 
I Their banners shone afar. 

The maiden stood at her garden pale^ 

In hopes her love t' espy ; 
And every peasant that she saw^ 

She heav'd a heartfelt sigh* 

*^ Alas^ and woe is me !'* she cried, 

*^ G)uld I*my love but see ! 
'^ I fear the stranger youth is dead, 

*^ Or thinks no more of me." 

Thus sigh'd the maid as o'er the plain 

She look'd for her true love. 
When sudden she saw the gallant train, 

Towaifds her cottage move. 



-^ 



And soon the baron hath cross'd the green. 

And caugkt her by the hand. 
And so tender hath kiss'd her blushing<« cheek, 

As trembling she did^stand. 

He sat the maid upon his knee. 

And gently soothM her fears ; 
And often prest her gallantly. 

To dry her causeless tears. 
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Then pressing soft her trembling hand^ 

With artful smiles^ he cried : 
^^, Fair maid^ I Ve heard thy beauty's fame^ 

" Aqd thou shalt be my bride/' 

The maiden >sigh'd to hear his words^ 

Nor could his fondness move; 
For little she thought this baron gay^ 

Was her own dear true love. 

" Yet still/' he cried, « tho' I'm a lord, 
. *^ And renowned is my name, 
^^ Yet thou, beauteous maid, if thou canst love — 
" Shalt be my courtly dame. 

'^ Rich robes of state shall deck thy form, 

^' And a coronet gild thy brow ; 
*' And a castle shalt thou have for dow'r, 

*' With manors high and low, 

'^ Thy 'squires shall sound their gblden horns, 

*^ And their banners wave in air ; 
*^ Their horns re-echoing many a mile, 

*^ Their banners shining for." 

The maiden but sigh'd at all his bribes. 

Her faith they could not move ; 
For little she thought this baron gay 

Could be her own true love. » 
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Thus tho' to guh ihtjifxniefifs kiP^ . 

This galknt hamp,^rw(i^.,^^ ,, ^.,,^ * . . 
Yet stUI .his.gKii^ei|w;*lw,aV ^i^ 

For the yoiiA A9ti4^mdf^y^i^ :, t-arc .. 

And tho' hef^wigiy wotherilii^ i.:i -ifv- 1 
Her constant heart to moiie^t .^x, lt?r^i;y^ ^ • 

As vain Mre«i fa«iMBQdrisi^i($nicl,1ji«^ 

As the baron's ^0ldaiirjaV9.;fV r/^iVi?*: / . " 

And DOW n}gtil^ietiM6i|)%'afid V'teilillQ.^ 
The moon's pale gK^fa'#H[l|^''«lil6tiic^<>h ^ 

When the hapl#ll^iliid4M IMdlLiibv'M^y;^ : 
All friendless and dlMie.^^. 7^J1c> ,:'»;. ^^ 

All fri€ndle^^d'flh>fte^to«p«diy.^f t ; ' /m< 
And hapless-diA ifcfe tep«^ ?i)5i/A'r k^ijI :mi J- 

O'er matijMer^n iM(dVfiiattyw t^i--; <a 

In search of4i«p trtfeftcrre; ' 4 i i ii'»ii!ji <A 

And now thep^i^, prfie^moM tmgi^^.t>: 
And stormy clouds did low*r;i» rattf* it 

Her sighings*«aaea to the -windi^^^^ ' <*J-^ii • 
Her tears encreas'd the tHa&v^i Jii? ""/fcc 

Yet stiB <]^i*i*'«reafy*eath 3Bitid>:hlBv/ ^f»jr 
This hapless maid-^d fove^ j'^ ^^/^Wr.?; >r. 

Arid many i b^HfeH siigh^lj|K*a«pM|?^<> -, 
As she soug^ht ibir lierK^itf ^•Wi.t i<i vir. 



% 

And tho' full 16M Afe KlH^ld^ im^diy '^ 
And wet, W€itpoBr^1lH§'lldn j - ' ' ' 

Yet stiU, in'iftiiidil f!t^hia^4Ax^t(ff'A jfontft, ' 
She farav'd the MaMy 1^. ^ ' 



Rous'd with iiMtMtitkii^olitte itamy''^^ *'>' >• 

The baron up anM^^ • 
And soon-fti^iM^hAt 6f h& teaittoout maid 

With anxious* 0pe«f He goes;' '^ ' 

■ 
Butlol 1llelApld»*maidwa8gQno>^ ' r 

'nufo' deiaita(%riMHk5toyi^^ .' 
Alas! aUi»i^4ii«H]Iei9and%irioii^:. ^^ ^^'^^^^ ' 
In search of her tnie^tefVlB^* ' • - rv • 






Oh then ^t hatm stofm'd ^d^mv'd^ 
And his foot-page loud caU'd he— > ^- 

*^ Oh faring to ]tef;qpidk:^m(y;pea$ati|t garb» 
^* As quick as jre can Bee.''— r—^ 

Oh then f»de forth this young baron/ 

O'er many a dreary way. 
When alas ! alLcm tlie stormy plaia 

He saw the nnuid^ layr^ 

— (yercom* wiffa-idU and qient widi grlef^ 
That hapless maid had felt—: 

— The faanmhe Mfid hia qiu^^'rjing brow, 
Whik his heart it !!gante twelL .. 

TOI.. IV. t 
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He got him .water from the brook. 

And sprinkled ,q'er the m^ ; 
But infi»y ^'tearx^igit from him fell/ 

Lent most its saving^id. 

Right glad he mark'd her struggling breathy 

And blush-reviving face, 
Whilgrtender he welcom-d her to life 

With many a fond.emrbrace» . 

Then soon he rais'd her.on bis steed, ,, ^ 

With heart so blithe and: gay ; 
And while the dear maid so;^ft he sooth'd. 

To his castle rode away* . 

'^ And art thou fou^id, my own true love, 
^^ And art tlipu: ^oome ? " she «ud : 

^^ Then bl^t be the night, and blest the hour, 
" When from our jqot I fled 1" 

Thus spake the maid as fast they rode 

TTu-o* many a lonely way j 
And she thought to his humble 9pt 

Her love would her coaveju, 

But soon they reach'd the castle* w^U, 

And came to the castle gatfs. 
When lo I her dear youth, without delay. 

Rode boldly in thereat. 



■». * 
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« 

The warders blew their sounding horns, 

And their banners waV'd in air ; 
Their horns resounded o*er the dale. 

Their banners shone afar.' 

Thrice turn'd the maiden wan and pale. 

And with fear her heart was mov'dj 
When she sawidi^ lordly: baron was 

The stranger youth she lov'd. 
■ ' - ■ 'i . •' 

But blithe, he cried, ^^ Cheer up, nay fair, 

'^ And for^ve my pride, I pray ; 
Y And lo ! for thy faith §0 nQWy.prov*d, 

" Be this thy bridal day, ^ . 

" Cheer up, cheer up, dear constant maid^ 
" And share in our mirth and glee ;; . ; , . 

^^ For until the woeful hour of death, , v 
'^niever prove* tri|e to tbee,^, ; !. / 



" Altho' thou wast but a lowly maid, 
*' Thou^rt Hoiif my countess gay ; 

'* Then come, cheer upi, my angel so true, 
*^ For 'tis our bridal day.'* 



' .-. I 



The wardens b!^w theur sounding' horns. 
And their banners wav'd in air : 

Their liofns resounded o'er the dale, . 
Their banners shoiie ^fer. ^ ' 
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XXV. 

THE RED^CROSS KNIGHT. 

[First printed in this Collection.] 

* * Xj i/OWj warder^ blow thy sounding honi^ 

'^ And thy banner wavq qh high ; 
^^ For the Christians have fought in th* holy land^ 

" And have won the victory.'* 
JLoud^ loud the warder blew his hom^ 

And his banner wav'd on high : 
^* Let the mass be sung^ and the bells be rung y 

^ And the feast cat merrily/' 

Then bright the castle baipneri shone .,,,. ..,^ , 

On every tpwV on high, i u» * 

And all the minstreis aa^ ^joijfdj^ . 

For the Christians victory ; 
And loud thp )yar4ef.Jjlew ijsJKjTjj, ,, ^ 

On every turret ]^}^^ , . .. 
'^ Let the mas§ h^ sung^ and the bells be ning^ 

^< And the ^east eat if(ftnri(y/' 
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The ivarder looVd from the tbw'r on high, 

As far as he could see ; ^ * 

^ I see a bold knight, and, by his red cross, 

^^ He comes from the east country." 
Then loud that warder blew his horn. 

And oall'd till he wai hoarsii, 
^' TKerfe oomes a bdd knight, and on his shield bright 

" He bearetb a ^ming cross,*' 

Then down the bitted the dabtle came;, 

The red-cross knight to meet j 
And when the red cit)!te knight he^spied, 

Right loving he did him greet : 
^* Thou'jrt welcMite^ittye, sit rtd^rdss knight, 

^^ For thy fame's Wfctt kiioW*i t€^ mfc ; [rung, 

^' And the mass shall be sung^ aild the bells shall be 

'^ And we'll feast right meiTily/' 

" Oh I am come from the holy land, 

" Where Christ did live and die ; 
" Behold the AMce I beat on mjr shield, 

" The red-cross knight am I : 
« And we have fonghtln ^ hicdy 1aiid, 

" And we've won the'vlctdiyy ^ * ^^-- - 
^< Fot YKtli valiant mighit did ^'Cbristfans fight, 

'^ And made the prcwd' Pagsn^ tfy.^^ '-' 
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'^ Thou'rt welcome here, dear red-<2ios8 knight^ 

" Come lay thy armour by ; " ? 

*^ And for the good tidings thou dost bring, 

'* We'll feast us memly : 
^^ For all in my castle shall tqoice, . 

^^ That we've won the victoiy j [be rung, 

^^ And the mass shall be sung", and th^ bell^ shall 

^^ And the feast eat merrily/' 



'^ Oh I cannot stay,*' cried the. red-cross knight, 

'^ But must go to my own country, 
^^ Where manors and castles will be my reward, 

'^ And all for my bravery." 
^^ Ohisay not so, thou red-cross knight, 

,'^ But if you'll 'bide with me, 
^^ With manors so wide, and castks beside. 

*^ I'll honour thy bravery." 



" I cannot stay," cried the red-cross knight, 

'^ Nor can I bide with thee ; 
^^ But I n^ust haste to my king and his knights, 

'^ Who're waiting to feast with me." 
^^ Oh mind them not, dear red-cross knij^ht, 

'^ But stay and feast With me ;• ■ : 
^^ And the Ynass ^hall b^- sung, and the bells be rung, 

^^ And we'll banquet merrily." v ^ . 
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" I cannot ^slay," cried the rdd-cross knigfa^hjH ^' 

'^ Nor can I feast with thee : ^ • '■ '^f *^ 

" But I must haste to ft pleasant bow'r, . nA " 

" Where a lady's waiting for me^" t. 

*^ Oh say not so> dear i^-cross knight^ . i • ; ' 

^' Nor heed that fond lady ; .. :->,^ 

^ Fot ^e, can't compare with my daughter $o.fair, 

" And she shall attend on thee,'* . i" *^ 



** Now must I go," crie4 the red-crosS; knight, : 

" For that lady I'm to wfd ; . 
^^ And the feast guests and bride roaid$ all are met; 

^^ And prepared the bridal bed.'/ , ^ 
'^'Now nay, now nay, 4hou red-qross; knigbtg. 

^^ My daughter shall w^ with thee ; 
^^ And the mass shall be sung, and the bells be rung, 

*^ And we'll fea§t right merrily," 

And now the silver lute's, sweet sound 

Re-echo'd thro' the hall 5 
And in that lord's fair daughtei; came. 

With her ladies clad in pall. 
That lady waS: deckt in. costly xobes. 

And shone as bright as day 5 . 
And with qourte^ sweet the knight she did greet, 

And.press'd him for to stay^ ^ 
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^' Right welcome^ brave sir ied-cross knighti 

^^ Right welcome unta me^ 
^^ And here I hope long time thoa'lt stay, 

^^ And bear us company, 
^^ And for thy exploits in the holy bmd^ 

^^ That hath gain'd us the victcury, 
^^ The mass shall be sung, and the bells be rung, 

^^ And we'll feast right merrily.*' 

^' Ho- ever diou preds me, lady fair, 

, *^ I cannot stay with* thee/* 

That lady frown'd to hear that kiyglit 

So slight her courtesy. 
^' It grieve me itttu^y tboii lady fidr, 

*^ThathereIcarnnbt^y5 ^ 

f^ For a beauteoitt' Uidy is w^ing for im^, 

** Whom I've not seen many a day." 

^' Now fie on th^^ utttemnteous knight^ 

<^ Thou shpuldst not say me nay } 
f ^ As for the lady, that's waiting for "Ate, 

*^ Go see her another diqr. ' 
^' So say no 4Dore, htft stay, brave -hnightv 

f' And bear us company ; . ' . = r[be rung, 

'^^ And the mass shall be sung, and tbe^bells shall 

<< And we'll all feast merrily." 
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And as the ladiy jwrcss'd.the kxught, . >.. 

With her ladies clad in pflJl, 
Oh then bespake a pUgrim boy^ ^ « , h, . 

As he stood in the hall ; , 
^* Now Christ tb^;3^ye^ sir red-cross jknjgh^j 

^^ Vm come from the north country^ 
^' Wher^^ a lady, is laid all on her death, bed^ 

^^ And evermore calls for th^e/* 



f< Alas! Idas! thou pilgrim bojf,. 

'^ Sad news thou tellest me : . 
" Now iBW3t I ride full hastily 

^' To comfort that dear kdy." 
*^ Oh heed him; i^M^'' the lady cried,. 

^ But send a page tjcrraej&ji . . : r . 
<^ White the HM^M ^ung^ tod the bells are run^ 

f* And we feast merrilyi 
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Again bespake die pilgrim boy : 

*' Ye need not send to see, 
" For know, sir knight^ that kdy's dead, 

'^ And died for love of thee/* 
Oh then^the red-cross knight was pale. 

And not a word could say ; 
But his heart did swell, and his tears down fell. 

And he almost swoon'd away. 



c< 



Now fie on thee, thou weakly knight, 

^' To weep for a lady dead : 
" Were I a noble knight like thee, 

^^ I'd soon find another to wed. 
" So come, cheer up, and comfort thy 'heart, 

" And be good company 5 
^^ And the roasfe shall be sung, and the bells be rung, 

*^ And we'll feast thee merrily/ 



» 



In vain that wily lady strove 

The sorrowing knight to cheer 5 
Each word he answer'd with a groan, 

Each soothing with a tear : 
*^ And now farewel, thou noble lord, 

*^ And farewel, lady fair 5 
/' Id pleasure and joy your hours employ, 

" Nor think of my despair. 
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^' And where is her grave,*' cried the red-cro^s knight, 

^^ TTie grave where she doth, lay P'*^ 
^^ Oh I know well," cried the pilgrim boy, 

^^ And ril show thee the way." 
The knight was sad— the piigirim sigh'd-p^ 

While the warder loud did cry, 
'^ Let the mass be sung, and the bells be rung, 

^^ And the feast eat merrily." 

Meanwhile arose the lord's daughter. 

And to her ladies did call : 
^^ Oh what shall we say to. stay the knight ? 

.^^ For he must not leave the hall.'^ 
(For much that lady was in love 

With the gallant red-cross knight, . 
And, ere many a day, with this knight so gay 

Had hpp'd her troth to plight.) 



Oh then bespake these ladies gay. 

As they stood clad in pall : . 
^^ Oh we'll devise how to make this knight 
. ^^ Stay in our castle hall." 
** Now that's well said, my ladies dear ; 

^^ And if he'll stay with me, 
^^ Then the mass shall be sung, and the bells be rung, 

" And we'll feast right merrjly." 
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Then softly spake those Iddies fair^ 

(Low whisp'iiijg at the -wall,) 
*^ Oh weVe devis-d how to keep tibe knight 

" In thy fair castle^ halL . 

'^ Now, htd^V CDinHiand'the^ ^^rnrdar blith« 

*^ To come frc^' yon t<«vV Bigh> 
" WiA tidings tb si^, t»»ehVeigle avmy 

" Yon wily pilgrim boy/' 



\ 



^' Go nm, go run, my foot-page d^ar, 

^^ To the warder take- thy way y 
'^ And one of nay ladies ishall go with thecj 

^* To^ tell thee whttt' to say. 
^^ And now, if we don 'biit compel th^ kni^ 

" To stay in the cf^^ with nie, ' [be rung, 
" Then the mass' shall bef strhg, and the bells shall 

" And we'll all feast menily.'* 

The warder came and blew his horn. 

And thus aloud did cry : 
^^ Oh is there a pilgrim in the hkllj 

*^ Come from the north country ? 
*^ For there's a fbot-pagc waits without, 

** To speak with hiSi aloiie." 
Thus the warder did call till 6ut of the hall 

The pilgrim boy is gone; 
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Meanwhile bespakc^ the If^es .g^^- 

As fhey stood clad in paU^ . . •.. - 
" Bight g\t^y}>i^elff)^U, we welcome jtlj^^ 

" Unto our castle liali.^\ 
But the knight he h^ed not jdgieir taljc, 

Altho* they cried with.0ee> 
*^ Let the mass be sung^ and the b)^1s be nmj^. 

" And feast thee merrily/' , 

^ But Where's the pilgriia !?oy," he oried^ • 

^^ To shew me my lady's graye ?" 
That he shoj^ld be sought for ^r'out the place^ . 

The knight full oft did crave, , . . 
Then loud replied the ^a4i^:gfiy> tr ■ . 

" Now foul that knayei.bfffall ;,,.. 
" For lucre he hath beg^led thee, . . 

" And now hath fifed the hall. 



*' And now, sir knight, dp ;5|0t giye tieed 

" To what he said to thep,]; 
^^ But send a pag^ to %hf^ qprjl^.p^^ntry, ,, , j. ,. 

*^ That lady fair tP see : 
" And while^he's^pne to.cpopifort her^ 

'* Oh thou shalt share pur glee, -. 

'' While the paass is BXiiigp and thj^ bells are xWEf • 

" And the feast eat mjerrily/' 
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Again be $igh^t iod wept forlorii 
For his ]adj'€tkatvm 'dead t 
JLady, how sad fty ^tMdi^g^tkie ! 






„ . 1 , , ^ . ^^ ... .. - - t 7. :> .- 



^ ^^ How cow%>kMiiedv; : ;; : '^ * 

Tlius the «ci^-Gfo6B knight ioaiii^ dolte and sa^^ 

Wbile^ around did cry^ 
^' Let thb iBinstrels ^ing^ and the bells ynng, 

** And the feast be eat merrily." . 

And now the gentle mooniiroun4 

Her silver lustre shed :. 
Brighten'd each ancient wall and tow'r. 

And distant mountain's ^ead : 
By whose sweet light the Jcp^h|t ji^rceiv'd 

(A sight which gave hipa.joy) 
From a dungeon dread the warder lead • 

The faithful pilgrim boy. 



i.: ■ ■')■■ » ■ ■ ». 
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In vain the warder stTcn^e to hide - - 

The pilgrim boy U6m him i 
The knight he ran and cla^p^i the yQUlh5 

In ^ite of the warder grim.. .„. 
The warder, tho* iiRPotb, his baonfUT; waty'di . 

And stiU aloud did ery, < 
'^ Let the minstreb skigy and the bells yriog> 

*^ And the feast be eat merrily." 
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** I'm g1«d IVe found thee, pilgrim boy, 

" And thou shalt go with me ; ^ 

" And thou ahalt Ipatl io my lady's grave, 

" And great thy reward shall be." 
Th' aftright{Kl pilgitLu wrung his hands, y 

And shed'tmrmaiiy a rear : , ^ '■'' 

" Her grave," h? cried ^inl niournjfui sigti'd)!,'' 

" I dreg's not lar froin here." 



The knight he led the pilgrim boy 

luU> the castle hall. 
Where sat the lord and his daughter fair, 

And her ladies clad in pall. 
" I go," he cried, " with the pilgrim boy, ' 

" So think no more of trie ; ' !■ 
" But let your minstrels sing, and your bells all ring, 

" And feast ye merrily." 

Up then arose the lord's daughter. 

And call'd to t]ie pilgrim boy; 
" Oh come to me, for I've" that to say, 

"Win give to thee mUcb joy." 
Full loth the pilgrim wiiir te goj ■ ' ■ . ■' 

Full loth ^r6hn'tKfektiigtft'to'iJ«lt— ■" '' 

And lo ! out of ^ite, with a-aii^getW^t',''" i^ni 

She hatfi stabVa hWto'thelieiitt. ■ ■ . "■' "^ 
VOL. IV. "it ■■ : ' _■ u. 
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^^ Why art thou pale, thou pilgrim boy ?" 

^ The knight all wond'ring cried : 
'^'Why dost thou feint, thou pilgrim boy, 

" When I am by thy side ?" 
'^ Oh I am stabb'd, dear red-cross knight— 

^^ Yet grieve not thou for me ; 
" But let the minstrels sing, and the bells yring, 

^^ And feast thee merrily." 



The knight he ran aud clasp'd the youth. 

And ope'd his pilgrim vest ; 
And lo ! it was his lady fair — — 

His lady dear he prest. 
Her lovely breast, like ermine white. 

Was panting with the fright ; 
Her dear heart's blood, in crimson flood. 

Ran pouring in his sight. 

^^ Grieve not for me, my faithful knight,** 

The lady faint did cry 5 
^^ I'm well content, my faithful knight, 

^^ Since in thy arms I die : 
*^ Then comfort thee, my constant love, 

^^ Nbr think no more of me — 
" But let the minstrels sing, and the bells yring, 

" And feast thee merrily. 
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^^ Like pilgrim boy IVe foUow'd thet, 

^/ In truth full cheerfully; 
^^ Resolv'd, if thou shouldst come to ill. 

Dear knight to die with thee ; 
^^ And much I fear'd some wily fair, 
Would keep thee from my sight. 
And, by her bright charms, lure from my arms 
My dear lov'd red-cross knight." 



A 



'^ Oh heaven fbrfend,*' the knight replied, 
• " That thou shouldst die for me ! 
^^ But if so hapless low'rs thy fate, — 

" Thy knight will die with thee/' 
*^ Oh say not so ; for well my .knight 

^^ Hath prov'd his love to me ; . ; 

** But let the minstrels sing, and the bells yring, 

^^ And feast thee merrily.*' 

The knight he prest her to his heart. 

And bitterly he sigh'd : 
The lovely lady strove to chee r 

'Till in his arms she died. 
The knight he laid her corpse adown. 

And his deadly sword drew forth j 
Then look'd he around, and grimly frown 'd. 

All woe-begone with wroth. 
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Oh then bespake the ladies fair^ 

As they stood clad in pall : 
'* Oh this will be our burial place, 

^* That was our castle hall ! 
^^ No more to our silver lutes sweet sound 

^' Shall we dance with revelry ; 
" Nor the mass be sung, nor the bells be rung, ^ 
, *5 Nor the feast be eat merrily/' 

Then up arose the lord's daughter. 

And never a word spake she ; 
But quick upon the knights drawn sword . ,/ 

She flung her franticly. 
The knight to his own dear lady tum'd,. 

And laid him by her side 5 . r 

With tears embrac'd her bleeding corpse, 

Sigh'ii her dear name— and died. 

Oh then bespake th' affrighted lord. 

And full of woe spake he : 
^^ Foul 'fall the hour this red-cross knight 

'^ Did come to visit me ! 
^^ For now no more will my daughter fair 

" Rejoice my guests and ine 5 
'* Nor the mass be sung, nor the bells be rung, 

^^ Nor the feast held merrily," 
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And then he spake to the ladies feir, 

As they stood clad in pall : 
*^ Lo ! this thy lady's burial place— 

*^ That was her castle hall ! 
^^ Oh then be warn*d from her sad fete* 

^^ And hate the wianton love ; 
^^ But in -him confide who for thee died, 

" And now sits thron'd above. 



*^ Warder, no more resound thy horn, 

*' Nor thy banner wave on high : 
** Nor the tnass be siing, nor the bells be rung, 

" Nor the feast eat merrily/^ 
No more the WariJet blows his horn,' 

Nor his banner waves on high ; 
Nor the mass is sung, nor the belts are rutig^ 

Nor the feast eat merrily. 



/ 
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xxvn. 

» 

THE WANDERING MAID. 

I 

[First printed in this Collection.] 

It was by a baron's castle gay 
A wand'ring maid did rove ; 
For many a mile had she took her way^ 

, In search of her true love : 
For many a mile, both day and night, 

Despaii:ing did she rove 5 
-Nor blest the light that cheer'd her sight. 
For she had lost her love. 

She sat her down by the moat so wide. 

And her tears began to flow ; 
She sat her down, and sad she sighM, 

O'ercome with toil and woe : 
*^ But altho' I shed full many a tear, 

^^ And altho' I set and sigh, 
** Yet ever Til love thee, youth so dear, 

" And for thee will I die." 



- '/ 
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And now o'er the high drawbridge came near^ 

A minstrel blithe and gay ; 

And why,*' he cried, ^^ sweet maiden, here 
Dost thou despairing lay ? 
'^ For the welkin round is black with rain, 

" And>the water's all so cold, 
*^ E'en hardy cattle, that graize the plain, 

" Beget them to a hold." 

^[ Alas !" she cried, ^^ I've lost my love, 
^^ And I've sought him far and near : 

^^ Sweet minstrel, hast thou seen him rove, 
" The youth whom I love so dear ?" 

^^ Fair maid^.thy love how should I know 

» 

^^ From other youths I see ?" 
'^ Oh by his locks so fair that flow, 
^^ And his mien so bright of blee. 

^' His face is fraught with beauty's smile, 

*^ The rose and lily's there ; 
^^ His voice like music can beguile 

" The wrinkled brow of care : 
*^ Alas ! it was that face that smil'd, 

*^ That brought my heart to woe ; 
^^ That music voice that me beguil'd, 

" And made my tears to flow. 



'\ 
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*^ Near these high tow'rs, so fair to view, 

'^ I'm told die yoath hath been ; 
^ Then tell me, minstrel, tell me true, 

** Hast thou my true love seen ?" 
** No, maid, thy love I have not seen, 

^^ By day nor yet by night ; 
'* Alas ! how.hard that heart, I ween, 

'* That could suck beauty slight ! 



^* But, lovely maid, do not thus rove, 

^' And break thy heiift with woe ; 
^* But go with me and be my love, 

" And rU not slight thee so/' 
Then took this minstrel his harp of gold. 

And sweetly 'gan to play ; 
But the faithfiil maid to hhn was cold, 

For all that he could say. 

^' No, minstrel, tho' full sad I rue 

** That he from me is gone, 
^^ Yef still to him I'll aye be true, 

^' And true to him alon^; 
^^ And o'er the lone country, day and hight, 
. " Despairing will I rov^, 
" Nor bless the light that cheers my sight, 

" 'Till I have found my love/' 
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I 

And now came iordi a soldier gaj, 

And his broad sword he hath ta'en ; 
And^ had not the minstrel fled away. 

Full soon he had him si ain^: 
'^ Otr maid, heed not that riiinstrei's guite^ 

^^ But me take for thy love ; 
'' And then to the 'wars, for gold mid spoil. 
Right merrily we will rore/* 



(€ 



^^ No, warrior, no ; tho' sad I rove, 

" And my love from me is gone, , 
'^ Yet still I'll seek that faithless love> , 

** And love but him alone : • ; . 

^^ And ever Til wander day tind mght^ 

'* While cold, cold blows the wind, 
^^ Nor bless the light that cheers my sight, 

'' Till I my true love findJ 



f» 



The soldier was scant ygone, when Ip ! 

A forester came that wjay. 
And merrily rode^he high and low. 

All yclad in green so gay : 
She stop'd the gallant on the green, 

^^ And tell," she cried, ^^ I pray, 
^^ 'Mdng yonder forests hast thou seen 

^^ My wand'ring tru€| love stray ? 
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/ • - - - 

'* And how shall I know the youth you seek 

" From other youths I see ?'* 
^ Oh well may you know him ere he doth speak^ 

^^ His mien^s so bright of blee." 
** Sweet maiden^ tho' 'mong the forests green 

^* With early horn I rove, 
^^ Believe roe, dear maid, I have not seen 

" The faithless youth you love. 



" Now, charming maid, do not thus rove^ 

'^ Nor wander thus forlorn ; 
" But go with me, and ever I'll love, 

^* And shelter thee from scorn : 
^^ And we will hunt with early horn, 

^^ And sing the livelong day ; 
*^ And the cheerful eve, and the smiling morn, 

'^ Shall ever find us gay. 

*^ And thou, attir'd in robes of green, 

*^ A huntress blithe and gay, 
** Shall aye be call'd, wher'ere thou'rt seen, 

^^ The sporting queen of May. 
*^ Come, turn thee, maid, and be my love,, 

*^ And to my passion yield ;' 
'* And ever delighted will we rove, 
' " The princes of the field.^ 



» 
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^^ No, I will not be robed in green^ 

^^ Thy flattery all I scorn ; 
^^ Nor will I be of May the queen^ 

^^ To hunt with early horn ; 
^^ But I will rove, both day and night, 

^^ Thro' stormy hail and wind ; 
^^ Nor bless the light that cheers my sight, 

" Till I my true love find.'* 



PART TELE SECOND. 



The forester blithe now rode away. 

And blew his sounding horn. 
While by the moat the maiden l^y. 

All desolate and forlorn : 
Yet still she cried^ 'J Tho' I shed the tear, 

" And heaye fiiU many- a sigh, 
*' Yet ever I'll love thee, youth so dear, 

« And for thee I will die/' 
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AH this beheard the baron gajr^ ' 

In the lone tow*r where he stif. 
And with many a sigh he took his way. 

And came to the castle gate. 
And there he saW the maiden lay. 

By the moat side all forlorn ; 
And all for the love of a youth so gay, 

Who had treated her with scorn. 



Her cheek, once red as summer rose. 

Now pale as wintry skies ; 
And wan her cherry lips did close, 

That her love did once so prize ; 
And cold, cold was that Uly hand, 

TTiat he so oft had prest — 
Full many a sigh (as ]ie there did stand) 

The baron's woe confest. 

The maiden told her piteous tale. 

With many a sigh and tear. 
How she for her love, thro' heat and cold, 

Had wander'd far and near. 
^* Alas ! dear maid/' the banmsighVl^^'^ 

^^- Thy tale is sad and sore' j • u i/v 

But, charming maid,'^ full loud be eried^ 

** Thy sorrows now be o'ear. 
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^^ Yes, maiden, thou no more shalt rove, 

^^ No more unhappy strayj 
'^ But thou, dear maid, shalt be my love, 

^^ My countess rich and gay." 
The hapless maiden wojid*ring heard 

The baron talk of loye ; 
Yet still, dltho' that baron she fear'd, / 

Right faithful did she prove* 



*^ Come turn to me, and be my love, 

" And be my lady gay; ' ^ 

^^ And thou no more for scorni shalt rove, 

" So' sad, the livelong day: • ' 

^' But thou in robes of gold, my feir, 

^^ More bright than day shalt shine*— 
*^ Come, leave cold woe, and leave despair, 

^^ And to my suit incline. - 



^^ Fair maidens shall attend on thee, 

*^ All fam'd for beauty rare ; 
" Yet, ever sweet maiden^ shah thou be 

'' The fairest of all the fair. 
" Bright gold and gems fr<wi th' eastern mine, 

^^ Thy grandeur shall i»oclaim <^ 
" But^thj bright locks shall the gold outshine; 

^^ Thy eyes the jewels shame." - 
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** Alas !** she cried^ ^^ despise a maid 

** Destin'd with scorn to live ; 
*' What, tho' thy grandeurs thou'st display'd^^ 

•^ — My heart's not mine to give : 
'^ fiut I must rove, both day and night, 

'* While cold, cold blows the wind ; ^ 
^Nor bless the light that cheers my sight, 

** Till my own true love I find." 

Then up arose the hapless^maid. 

And would fain have fled away ; 
But the wond'ring baron soft her stay'd. 

And thus with joy did say : 
^^ Now heav'n thee bless, thou faithful dame, 

** For thy dear constant love ! 
^' Mine be the fault, aodi i^^^i^^ ^he blame, 

*^ That made thee thus to rove. 



^^ I am thy true (but cruel) loVe, 

" Altho' a baron born ; 
** And 'twas thy faith, dear maid, to prove, 

^^ I let thee rove forlorn. 
" I from yon tow*r have heard thy moan, 

'^ And it pierced me to the heart : 
^ Now take me, dear maiden ; I am thy own, 

** And never more will we part. 



OJJ) BMXADS. 175 

^^ Yon castle^ with its wide domain^ 

^^ Shall be thy dow'r, my love y 
^^ And there like a princess shalt thou reign^ 

*^ Nor more in misery rove : 
^^ But we will live and love so true, 

^^ And with such constancy, 
*^ That, if stern death thee first shall slay, 

*^ Dear maid, I'll die with thee." , 

The maiden blush'd to find her love 

A baron of high fame ; 
While fond he cried, " Thy fears remove, 

^^ Thy faith my pride doth shame. 
^^ Again to thee my troth I plight, 

^^ And let thy joys abound ; 
^^ And bless 'the light that cheers thy sight, 

^^ For thy true love is found.'' 



♦ "r ■ ■ ■ •- ; • ?... j:Tt :t i:' ■ » il •* 

THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH. / 

[First printed in ttii-d61Ie<ition^^ ' • 

•■ ■■/ . ^'^ "v /' ^i .»•!.:•■ : ■ > 

'' The fleeting moment teems with death !" 

Fair Emma sad didrciy ; 
** E*en now perhaps on jon 4rear heath 

*^ My Edgar low doth lie ! 
** E*en now may he dra^v his last^ last breathy 

** And unregaided die-l" . 

** Oh stay thy fears^ dejected maid/' 

The hermit soft replied ; 
^^ For stil¥ hi^ oft^^i^ctorioutf blade I 

" May cheek th* invtBider^gprid^ -^ ' 
^^ Now come, let us kni^d to.heav^^n fer aid^ 

** Whose might can so soon decide,'* 
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And now fmm far di' embattled field 

With' wjtf's dread clangor rang ; 
While, in a mo^y cell concieard. 

The woodland wilds among. 
That maiden fair with the hermit kneel'd/" ' 

And many an orison sung. 

Now nearer still the battle rung, 
And faster flow'd their tears ; ' ^ 

And now the woodland wilds among> - 
A warrior stern appears^*— 

The maiden to the hei^ndt dlun|^, 
G'erwhelmed with her fe^rs. 



•■::^ 



And now into the lowly ciU 
The warrior took his way, ' ■ 

With bloody sword and visage fell. 
That witnessed hiige (dismay ; ' ! 

And ever he could his tidings t^. 
Sad Emma swoonM away. 



*^ The fleeting nHumtot teems with dqatk ! 

The tremblin^^tomit eri^ : 
^^ For sad I see o'er yon black heath 

" A scattered- army .flies 5 
^* And many a warrior gasps for breathy 

^^ An4 many a captive sighs. 

VOL. IV. N 
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^^ Yea^ the~ swift moment teemt with dead! 1 
The breathless wanrior crirt ;' '■ 

^^ For many a mile o*er yon drear heath 
^' Our scattered arpiy^es ) • 

^^ And many a: W£urrior:gas{»fb^ breathy 
And many a 'captive Mghs/' 



»■ 
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The fleeting ^metit teems with deiadi !^' 

The wretched Emma ericsl;^ " 
*^ Accurs'd be yon Mood-^drettched l^eafh; '*' 

" For there my £dgar Uito4 
^' Say, warrior, do^ crff ki^e y^ brrirf^'? ■■ ^ 

" Hath death y^t eios'4 hi» erfes f!'* ^ . 



^* Yea, the sad 'moment teeais with d^^h ! ' 
" For many a wsprriiHr dies, — ■ 

'^ And, 'mong'the r^st, pn yc^n blade heati^' 
" Thy hapless: Elgtar Mes;^^ ' - ^ - ^*- 

^^ And still, as^e wasnrior gasps Ibr br^iathy^- 
*^ Fair Emma's name he sighs/' - n'^ 



Then up arose that despei^a^ !iB«#^ 
And thrice she lodk'^areiUftf;' '^ 

And listen'd to the burdened 4ifary - '' 
That teem'd with many a^sou^ ^^ '^ 

Of hostile ra^, and dire des^k. 
That,, frantic, bit the git)iHid» 
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*^ Hermit,** she cried, ^^ to me so good, 

*^ Now grant my boon, I pray ; 
'^ Oh lend to me thy scrip and hood, 

•* And gown of russet gray; ' 

^' And lend mito me- thy holy rood, 

" And lead me on my way. 



*' So vfjU J gq: tjo yoii'drear l^Pfidh, 
^^ Where many i^ . w^urrior sighs j 

^' Wher^, jp$piag H^ his lasi^, J^st breadi, 
^^ My hapless Edgar IL^ ; . ; < . ? 

^' I'll cl^^ .(liip as )s^ l^s io^ death, . . 
" I'll sooth liinj aS; hj^>4i^. !" , - "*^ 



The hermit .^t in pensive mood, » 
Then, cheer*d with hope, did 9ay, 

^^ Ob IVe ^qothetr scrip apd hood, 
" And another gaum of grey | - . 

^^ And I,i (With aAother My/rood, 
" Will wendiwith Ihee my way- 

^^ For when^by:£dgar to n^y.ear< . 

^^ Entrusted, tb^ popr?ipmd, : 
^* On holy roo4;rhe mfude; ,p[)e swear^ , 

<« To lend.tli«^raU my §a4 $ 
" So with thee^'U go witbfluten |fear, 

«« Thro' seas of felppd teDW^e.'* ,, 



' ; 



r 



lao Q^ JBALLADS. 



t f . 



PART THE. SECOND. 



FuU dark aoddraU' the'bea& did seem^ 

And lonely was tb^ mv ; . 
Nor 4id the efinghted moon's p^le beam 

Emit her silver ray : . :' '■' 

Full fast th^ &ir .maiden's tears did ^^am* 
The herraU loud diivpray. 






Now nefurerstjilj^ih^ battle's, scmod ; 

CJome rushing on the, w j 
With bl094^U drenched \ya$ th^^-grownd. 

And the njgbt wa9 d^k a^d*dr<;>af> :. 
The maiden ^idSrighk^ look d ^^|!|d?— i 

The hermit shook with.fear* : 



She heard * groan, and> jw she tiifn-d, ; ' 
A warrior laid^liillJbw ;;r ff.v v . !i.; r 

She grasp'd his handj^a^ skd hetnowm'd. 
And wip'd his clammy biw^M— '• - \ » 

Her grasp the dying hand retam'd,' ' f 
Ai conscious.of zta woeu'Hi 
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^ The fleeting moment teems wiAl death V 

The woe-fraught hermit cried ; 
" Glutted with hapless mortals breath, . 

•^ The «?!# 1m^g ^tb stride" — 
*^ I find not my Edgar on the heath," 

The weeping Emma sigh'd. 

The thuiid'iing winds of beai^n strove 

The desert hei^ along; 
While shei h^ feithful love to prove. 

With resolution Btrong, 
For her Edgar sought^; her dear true-love. 

The dying andtdeiaii ^motig. . •* 

*^ The fleeting moment te^ms with death !*' 

Again the hermit cries ; • 
^^ For nought is heard along the heat|^, ^ 

^^ But dyihg Warriors sighs*'—.. 
<^ CouM I biit hear irijr Edgar bifeathe !'* 

Fair Emma sad: replies. 

Bleak' wa:^ the Ua0t, and chUl-4he air. 

And awful was ih& scene ; 
Yet 8lill this faithful hapless-pair,- 

O'erwhebn'd with mdguish keen, 
Rov'do'er the bloody heath so drear 

Until the momioff gkam. . 
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Now slbwly to the list*riirtg ear 

The soundd of Woe did fade, 
While thro' the carnage tat and ne^> 

"Right careful they did wade ; * 

But thiftf fouttd not *eiir Edgar dkk'; ' 

'M ong living or 'mong delid. 

Toitoiny a ^rrioi' in hii wo^ 
They lent tbcf&r KcAfAi, ^ * * ' 

And gh<wtly comJFort ^d Tb^tbw, 
' Tho' weary and diShiayM ; 

But their Ec^ar's f(W*fai they icbuld'nof know, 
'Mong living or ^fhohg dead. 

^^ The fleefing moment teems with death ! 

Each blast's a fuheral knell/* 
Sadi Eiftniia cried ; — f^h on the heath. 

Overcome witfe toil, she fell : 
The hapless maiden had not breath 

To reach the hermit's cell. 



«* TSe fleeting moffieiit teems wh:h death !" 
Th' affrighted hermit cried : ' 

^^ Alas ! she's fell on this dread be^thi 
*^ Sweet ffow'r of beauty's pride, 

^* Oh grisly tyrant, sparfe, spare bet breathy 
'' Or slay ihe by her ^de !'* 
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A dying warrior heard him ciy, -T 
And rais'd his languid faead^ 

And saw the hi^pless maiden lie^ 
Cyercome with toil and dread^ 

And the faitl|fi^ hermit standing hf% 
With terror all dismayed. 



" The fleeting moment teems with death !*' 

Sad Edgar cried dismay'd } 
" Behold ! on this blood-drenched heath 

" My lovely Emma laid, 
*^ With blood of warriors beneath, 

^^ Dark tempests overhead.^. 

• 

^^ Yea, the swift moment teems with death !" 

The hermit loud did cry ; 
" For lo ! on this dark dreary hea,th 

" Thy faitWvl bride ^tt lie : 
*^ She came to sooth thee while thou didst breathe^ 

^' And then with thee to die/' 



^^ The fleeting momerrt teems with dp^^ !*' . 

The dy i{](g warrior cried : , . 
" Come speak tq ipe wbUe still IVe breath, 

" My too, top faithful bride !" 
^ She wxang ,hi3 hand— — and on that heath 

Tliose bapl^$s loyerd died. 



^^ The fieetiog moment teems with death !" 
The fainting hermit cried ; 

'* The grisly tyrant o'ef the heathy 
" With merc'le^ 'steps doth sti;ide." 

His spirits sunlf— -'^-short;.g|^cw..his^>^eath~ 
Wiih woe the hermit died, . . 
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JULIA. 

[First printed in this Collection.] 

1 o the graves where sleep the dead^ 

Hapless Julia took her way ; 
Siglis to heave^ and tears to shed 

O'er the l5j)ot where Damon lay. 
Many a blooming flower she bore 
. O'er the green grass turf to throw 
And while fast her tears did pour. 
Thus sne sang to sooth her woe. 
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*^ Soft and safe tho' lowly grave^ 
^^ Fast o'er thee liiy tears shall flow ; 



'' Only ho^ the hapless faave^ • , " 
*^ Only ttefuge* left for ^oe, \\._ 

^* Ckm$tant love ahd grielf sincere ... 
^^ Shall thy hailbw'cl turf pervade 5 

'^ And many a heartfelt sigh and tear^ 
'^ Hapless youtb^ shall sooth thy shade. 

** Lighted by the moon's pale shine^ 
*^ See me, to thy mem'ry true, 

'^ Lowly bending at thy shrii^e, 
^ Many a votive flovy'r to strew, 

*' But how little diS^ttcse flowers 
Prove my love and constancy 1 
Yet a few saci fleeing hours, 
" And, dear youth, I'll follow thee. 

^^ Rose replete with scent and hue, 
" Sweetest flow'r that natui^e blows, ' 

^' Damon flourish'd once like you ; 
*' Now o'er him tl\e green grass grows, 

" Rose, go ieck^is ha}lpw'dgraye, ^ . 
^^ Lily, o'er the green turf^ twine ; 
Honour meet that turf should have, 
*' Beauty's bed, land virtue's shrine. 
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*^ Primrose pale, and violet blue, 

^' Jess'min sweet, and eglantine, 
€c \r ^^ 



Nightly here thy sweets I strew, 

'* Proud io deck my true-love's shrine. 
^^ Like youy iny Dabioif bloom'd a day, 

** He did die and so must you— 
5^ But such charms can you display, 

'^ Half so virtubtls, half so true ? ' 



" No, sweet flowerets, no such cfaawxts, 

^* No such virtues can yoa boast f . 
^ Yet he's torn from my fond arms, * 

'^ Yet my faithful love is croct. ' 
*^ But a radiant mom shall rise, 

'^ (Loit'ring moments, fi&ster flow,) 
'' When With him Hi trfcad the skitt, 

^^ Smile at death, and laugh at woe. 



» 



Thus she sung, and strew*d the flow'r. 
Beat her breast, and wept, and sig^'d; 

And, when toU'd the midnight hour, 
On the green turf grave she died. 

Many a nightingale forlorn. 

Sung her knell, while breezes sigh'd : 

Haughty grandeur heard with scorn, 

' TEtow so poor a maiden died. 
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THE BITTER FRUITS OF JEALOUSY: 



<< 



a 



Vjfo, sl^ut tbe door, my Edward dear 
** Shut ttose the door^ I prajr; 
Let nae keen search my treading traceg 
^^ Ne Ifeten what I saie ; 



^^ Let nan^.my subtle cntranceJuiow^ 
'^ My troubled motioa spie, v 

'^ Ne small(^r8un-beara penetrate 
'* Tlie tell-tak of mine eye" 

So Allen spake, as, guilt-bestain'd> -^ 

Some nook he did' expknr^, 
WhM ihs^netled his pathless foot 

To Edward's fiieodly door. 

Tw^n hoMd dread, and conscious shame, 

Fu' mighty was the strife. 
While from lllibow-enfeebled hands 

Down drepp'il a'te^Sdng knife« 
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What means that steel ? What means that glow, 

Wherewith tliy visage burns ? 
Now ghastly pale, alack, succeeds. 

And now the red returns. 

< 

** Say, will ye plight yout jpromise dear, 

'^ And will ye plight your fey, 
^^ That what I how &frukt to y6 

*^ Your tongue shall ne'er betray ?'* 

Year, I wiB plight ifiy JSittAise dear, ' * ' 
And I will pligiitiny'«y,' ^^ ' '* 

That what ye 'shall entrdst to trie ' 
My tongue sTiall Vit^it b^tftiy; "^'- 



'»' JL 



« Ah ! was sHe hot the fett^t feir; 

«^ More dear than life *)^ me ? • ' 
'« Yet ne'er a^ih shall I b^W' 

^^ My Lucy sweet to sfee.^* * ^ 



« •,. 



\* 
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Yea, shewaaffeitest'of thefeir> •; 

Dear as thy life to tHee— *f • i ')' • --• 
And hast thoa stath'd ^ With deadly Uroto '. 

Thy Lucy sweet to see ?* ■' / •: ♦ /H. * \ 

«« Wae worth the day l*~rhatfViQryiwreiitfi^ 
^^ Which with a loving vow ; ; i . ♦r, . , . 

** This mom I-gliye b^^I biA/bl^y^i^ j^mI . 
^^ Ere noon, on Edwin'tfibrow^i^ /?x^x «"^ 
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>^ When as she toqk it sweet she smil'd. 

^^ Yet could she from it part ? 
*• Sae proud, methought, he taunted me, 

*^ Fu' deep it irk'd my heart. 

*^ And irk'd be still this cruel heart I— ^ 

'^ Oh ! had ye seen the wound, 
^ And had ye seen the streaming blud^, 

f5 How fast it sfain'd the ground ! 

'^ And had ye seen her sickning eye, 

^' How sore it sdugbt relief ! 
*^ And had ye seen Vj body sirifc, ^ 

^^ You would hiaVe dS^a fof g^ief f '■' 

" And irk'd be still this cyuel heart, 

^ When as she there did lie, 
" That could not with my Lucy dear 

" A moment stay, and die !^' * ^ 

• ■ « * 

Allen, my friend^ye grieve my soul, ! 

Your flight, I ween, was just. 

Sine she is^tie, thart feiirest fair. 

And sunken into dust. 

But vfho^tmgr^t tf ypress-path • * 

Is led sae hea?41y?^ 
Ah! mt\ WfJiMin'^eeir.iti 

How sad she eyetk/thiee i 






.^ 



. » 
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And^ ah i how jad yon. vtrgins lodkf 
Who lead her to my bower ? 

Appear they not as dnaimg^Gwa, 
Freshnmg some feiuded flower i 

With such a look as mothers aft 

Rebuke a darling child, 
Sae eyed she her Allen, dear, . 

Sae ruth, sae sw^et^ sae mild ! 

^^ I marvel not," she &intly f>ri«d, 
^' Ye seem a man (rf stone !-^ 

^' The well of life is naeiyet dry^ . 
'^ My days are naeg^done; 

^< Set, set your tixmbled mind at ease, 
^' My heart ye did nue touch } . 

^^ Ye strook too sl^rt to reach ixQr life, 
^^ Whereat I gladden inucbf » 



'./ 



.7 



/ 



" Could ye such vows ad I have Yow^d,- -. / 
^^ Deem I could faithlesS'ie ?— :. r 

'^ The blossom to the breaidi of spring . ' 
<^ Was scant sae true as me;i. , ^ • 

'^ That wreath, .which ye dii^moia didiite 
'^ Sae trim on Edwin's brow,, vM -< ./ •; 

^< Edwin's ain spigefa' baild hai)i«aQii^^ r 
^^ And Edwin wen^St^otfiW^) * ^ .^ - ^ , 
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^' When love ye breathe, ye fickle ihen 

*^ Be smooth as summer-ware ; 
^^ But when with jealousy ye swell, 

*^ As winter-storm ye rave, 

^^ Rash man ! ah ! how l^ jealousy ' 

^' Have ye your fortunes crosti 
" As tme a maid as ever loy'd 

'* Ye have for ever lost. 

5^ To hie to this your iiiend's 9t)oAty 
'^ Here breathe my pmyevs for yc, 

^^ For life, for faeal^ far eiee of tdind^ 
** Was a' was lefk for: me*" -^^ • 

Cui ye not pardon the high Iktilt 

Which love did gar me ioi 
'^ Yes, I can panibn a' the iauk> 

'^ And still to love be tme^'? — ' 

And shall the bridal knot be tied^ 

And shall we happy be ? 
^* The bridal-knot can ne'er be tied,^ 

" Ne can I stay with thee ; 

*' Fori to Chiistra vow have made, 

^^ And kept idiat vow shall be, 
^' That man naie mair shall v^ my heart, 

^^ Nae mair shall trouble ^one. . 
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'^ That straight I will myself betake 

^^ Unto a nunnery^ 
'^*In iiEist and prayer to end my days 

^^ And kept that vow shall be^ 

" Go ye, and seek a fairer bride, 

'* And lire in^pleasance gay, 
•^ While to the house of godliness 

^* I take myself away.** 

Nay, do nae wen^ ye quite away, < 

List, list, lAy piercing ca'i . 
Return ! and for yoi^ broken vow. 

On me the pain be a t^ • 

^^ She's gane." — He beHvM a deep*dia«]t sif^ 
As brast his heart in ^wain, . ■.'■■■ . / 

Sine to the ground /kst-fiedled he,- . ^ . i ' 

And never rose again. 



.(% ' 



t : 



1 ^ ; .■ 
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XXXI. . i 
THE DEATH OF ALLEN. 

1 H B bells they rang all in the morn^ 

And Allen he rose full soon^ . 
Sad tidings were heard for Alien td hear^ 

That Mary would wed ere noon. 

Then Allen he caird on Thomas's name^ 

And Thomas came at his call : 
^^ Make ready a coiBn and winding shroud, 

^^ For Mary shall see my fall. 

" When last we parted with brimful eye^ 
^^ Right-loving she made a vow ; 

*^ But Richard has twice as many sheep^ 
*^ And Mary forgets me now. 

'^ Then bear me to the green-grass-bank^ 
» *' Where we did kiss and play, 
^^ And tell her, the rain, that made it so green^ 
^^ Has wash'd my kisses away.** 

VOL, IV. O 
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The bridegroom led the bride so faU| 

The priest he came anon ; 
But Thomas he brought his dear friend's corse^ 

Or ere the wedding was done. 

He laid him on the green-grass bank^ 

Where they did kiss and play. 
And told her, the rain, that made it so green. 

Had wash'd his kisses away. 

When she beheld poor Allen^s dead corse, 

Her maiden blush was lost. 
She feded, as tlio' on April morn 

A primrose nipt by a frost. 

Then all beneath one fatal stone 

Together they buried were. 
False maidens, who break your plighted vow. 

Take heed ye come not there i 



4 
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xxxn. 



1 HE MAD Shepherdess. 



The following^ ballad was originally sttng by MissDaris in 
.Davenaiit's play called the Rivals. Charles the Second 
hearing her, was so pleased, that he took her off the stage* 
and had a daughter by her, who was named Mary Tudor, 
and was married to Francis Lord Rstdcliffe, afterwHrds 
Earl of Derwentwater. 



My lodging it is on the cold ground^ 

And very hard is my fare ; 
But that which troubles me most is 

The unkindness of my dear \ 
Yet still I cry, O turn love. 

And I prithee love, turn to me. 
For thou art the man that I long for. 

And alack, what remedy ? 
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1*11 crown thee with a garland of straw then^ 

And I'll marry thee with a rush ring, 
My frozen hopes shall thaw then. 

And merrily we will sing ; 
O turn to me, my dear love. 

And I prithee love, tura to me. 
For thou art the man that alone canst 

Procure my liberty. ^ 

But if thou wilt harden thy heart still. 

And be deaf to my pitiful moan. 
Then I must endure the smart still. 

And tumble in straw all alone ; 
Yet still I cry, O turn love. 

And I prithee love, turn to me. 
For thou art the man that alone art 

The eause of my misery. 
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XXXIII. 

\ 

A T H E L G I V A, 

• ByWatkiBf, 

There is a tradition, that the abbey of Whitby, on the north 
coast of Yorkshire, was mined during the depredattous of 
the Dane» in that district, by those plunderers, under the 
command of Inguar and Hubba, who brought with them 
that famous standard on which was embroidered a golden 
raven, the work of their sisters, and revered by all the 
Danes as the Palladium of their security. About this 
period the story Is supposed to commence ; the succeed- 
ing incidents are all fictitious, and were dictated tp the 
author, in scfme measure, by the romantic situation of the 
abbey (magnificent in ruin), which seemed exceedingly 
proper for such events. It may perhaps, be necessary to 
add, that Edelfleda (mentioned in the first st^za) is said 
by Camden, to have been the daughter of Oswin, King of 
Northumberland, and to have resided in the abbey of 
Whitby, after enlarging and farther endowing it. Its first 
foundation was laid by St. Hilda, the lister of King £dwin» 
mentioned m the same verse. * * 



' riBRB m^yst thou rest, my sister dear, 

^ Securely here abide ; 
^ Here royal Edelfleda liv'd, 

' }i<^re pious Hilda died. 
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^ Here peace and quiet ever dwell ; 

^ Here fear no rude alarms ; 
^ Nor here is heard the tmmpet's soundj, 

^ Nor Iiere the dip of arms/ 

With voice compos'd and look serene^ 
(Whilst her soft hand he press'd) 

The maid who trembled on his arm. 
Young Edwy thus ad|lress'd. 

Blue gleamed the steel in Edwy's band. 

The warrior's vest he bore : 
PV)r now the Danes, by Hubba led. 

Had ravag'd half the shore. 

His summons at the abbey gate, 

The- ready porter he^rs ; 
And soon in veil and holy garb, 

The-abbe^^ kind appears. 

^ O take this virgin to thy care, 

* Good angels be your guard ; 

^ And may the saints in heayen above, 

* That pio)is care reward. . 

^ For we by fierce barbarian hands, 
' Are driven from our home ; 

^ And three long days and nights fc^lom, 
^ The dref^y waste we roam. 
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^ But I must go— these tow'ra to save ; 

^ Beneath the evening shade^ 
^ I haste to s^ek earl Osrick's pow% 

^ And call lord Redwald'sa^,' 

He 8^d— and turned his ready foot 5 

The abbess nought replies ; 
But with a look that spdce her griefj^ 

To keayen^upcs^t her <^^, 

Thea ittrtiing tQ the strangci! dame, 

^ O welcome to this place ; 
^ For never Whitby's holy fanes 

' Did fdrer maiden grace/ 

And true she said^ — for on her cheek. 

Was seen young beauty's bloom^ 
Tho' grief with slow and wastiug stealth. 

Did then her prime consume. 

Her shape was all that thought can frame^ 

Of elegance and grace ; 
And heav'n the beauties of her mind 

Reflected in her face. 






^ My <kughter, lay aside thy lear^,' 
Again the matron cried : ^. ■■ 

* No Danish rayishers come here-<r-- r; 
— ^Again the virgin sigh'4* ,.- 
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The abbess saw, Ae abbess koew^ 
Twas lofwe Ibat shook her faresst; 

And thus, in accents soft and mild. 
The nxHiniful maid addrest. 

^ My daughter deary as to thy fir^id 
' Be all thy cares congest ; 

^ I see 'tis love disturbs thy mind, 
^ And wish io give thee rest. 



^ But hack t I hear the resper bell, 
^ Now summons us to prayer ; 

' That duty done, with needful food 
^ Thy wasted length rqpair/ 



# 






BiituDw the pitying moumfiil muse 

Of Ed w/s hap shall tell ; 
And what amid his nightly walk^ 

That gallant youth bcfeK 

For journeying by the bank of Esk 

Hie took his lonely way ; 
And now thro' showers of driving rain ^ 

His erring footsteps stray. 

At length from 'far, a glimmering light 

Trembled anfirong the trees ; 
And entering soon a moss-built hut^ 

An holy man 'he^t^y ' ' 
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^ O father, deiga a luckless youth . 

^ This night With thee to &hiel4 ; 
^ I am DO robher^ tho' my arm 

^ This deadly weapon wield/ 

^ I fear no robber, strange^, here, 
^ For I have nought to lose ; 

^ And thou may -st safely thro* the night, 
^ In this poor cell repose* 

^ And thou art welcome to my hut,* 

, The holy man replied ; 
* Still welcome here is he, whom fate 
^ Has left without a guide. 



^ Whence and what art thou, gentle youth ?' 

The noble Edwy said,- 
^ I go to rouse earl Osrick's power, 

^ And seek lord Redwald's aid. 

* My father is a wealthy lord, 

* Who now with Alfred stays : 
^ And me he left to guard his seat, 
Whilst he his duty pays. 



( 



^ But vain the hope — in dead of night 

* The cruel spoiler came \ 
^ And o'er^each neighb'ring castle thr^w 

^ The wide-devouring flame* . 
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* To slMin its rage, at early dawn, 

* I with my sister fled ; 

* And Whitby^g abbey now affords 

* A shelter to her head, • ' 

^ Whilst I to hasten promis'd aids, 
^ Range wildly thro' the night, 

/ And, with impatient mind, expect 
^ The morning's friendly light.* 

TTwis Eldwy spoke ; and wondering, gaz'd 

Upon his hermit host. 
For in his form beam'd manly grace, 

UntouchM by age's frost. . 

The hermit sigh*d, and thus he said ; 
^ Know, there was once a day, 

* This tale bf thine would fire my heart, 

* And bid me join thy way. 

^But luckless love dejects my soul, 
^ And casts my spirits down 5 

* Thou seest the wretch of woman's pride, 

^ Of follies not my own. 

^ I once amid my sovereign's train 

^ Was a distinguished youth, 
^ But blighted is my former fame 

* By Sorrow's cank'ring tooth. 
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f When Ethelred tbe crown did hold, 

^ I to this district came ; 
^ And then a fair and matchless maid 

^ First rais' d in me a flitme. 

^ Her fkther vrm a noble lord 

^ Of an illustrious race, 
f Who joinM to rustic honesty 

^ The courtier's gentle gracct 

f 'Twas then I told my artless tale^ 

' By love alone inspir'd 5 
f For never wai my honest speech 

< In flatt'ring gube attir'd. 

rAtfil^t>he heard, or se^nM to hear - . 

* The voice of tender love ; 

f But soon, the fickleiit of her sex, 

* Did she deceitful provp. 

♦ She drove me scornful from her sight, 

< Rejected and disdain'd ; 

^ In vain did words for pity plead, 
^ In vain my looks complaint* 

^ How could that breast which pity filf d, 

' Ever relentless be ? 
^ How could tliat &ce which smilM MitiQ, 

^ Have ever ^owns. for mei 
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"f Since that fell hour, I m this cell 
^ Have liv'd recluse from man ; 

* And twice ten months have pass'd^ since 1 
* The hermit's life began/ 

^ O stain to honour !' Edwy cried \ 

^ O foul disgrace to arms 
^ What, when thy country claims thy aid, 

^ And shakes with war's alarms \ 

' Canst thou, ingloriousy here remain, 

^ And strive thyself to hide ; 
^ Assume the monkish coward life, 

' All for a woman's pride V 

With, louder voice and vmrmer look. 

His hermit host rejoin'd : 
^ Think'st thou, vain youth, the chains of fear 

^ Could here a warrior bind ? 

* Kn;>w, .boy^.thou seest Hermanrick here ; 

* Well vers'ti in war's alarms y 

* A name odce.not unkno>vn to fai^e, 

* Nor unreoown'd in arms. 



' O, Athejgiva ! (yet too dear) 
* Did I thy danger know : - 

*.;Yct would I fly to thy relief, 
-^ And crush th' invading foe,' 
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With ikister'd cheeky young Edwy tuni'df 

At Athelgiva's uame ; 
Andj ^ Gracious powers ! it must be hd !' 

He cries^ ^ it is the same 1 

' I know full well^ 1 have not now 

* More of thy tale to learn ; 
^ I hetird this morn^ ere from the wave ^ 
. ' You could the sua discern. 

^ My sister loves thee, gallant youth, 

' By all the saints. on high ! 
* She wept last night, when tky hard fate 

^ She told with many a sigh. 

^ Forgive her, then, and in her cause 

^ Thy Umbs with steel infold : 
' Was it not Ardolph's daughter, say, 

« Who late thy heart did hold ?' 

^ It was, it was V Ilermanirick cried ; 

' I heard liei;. brother's name : 
' 'Tis said he was a gallant youth, 

^ Who sought abroad for fame/ 

Then Edwy sprang to his embrace, 

/\nd clasp'd him to his breast ; 
^ And thou shalt be my brother too,' 

He said, and look'd the rest. 
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^ But tiow let honour fill thy mmd« 
' Be love's soft laws dbejr^d 5 

^ *Tis Athelgtva claims thy 3 word, 
^ 'Tis she demands thy aid. 

^ She with impatient anxious heart, 
^ Expects my quick return ; 

* And till again she sees tnef safe, 

• The hapless maid tfill mourn. 

* Then let us fly to seek these chiefs, 

^ Who promised aid to send ; 

* Earl Osrick was my ftrther*^ guest, ~ 

* Lord Redwald is my friend/ ' 

Hermanrick saW, ^ First let us go 
^ To chear yon drooping maid ; 

' Again I*U wear my canker'd arms, 
« Again I'll draw my blade,' 

The^i from a comer of the cell 

His clashing arms appear ; 
But when he mark'd the growing rust, 

The warrior dropt a tear. 

Then forth they went'-'He^manrick kne^ 

Each pathway of the wood; 
And safe before the abbey gate 

At break of day thty stood. ^ 
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Now sleep the wearied maiden's ejres 

At length had. kindly seal'd^ 
When at the gate the wandering knights 

Returning day reveal'd. 

' Quick call the abbess^' Edwy said^ 

To him who kept the door^ 
Who watch'd and pray'd the live-long night, 

A pious priest and poor. 

The abbess came^ with instant haste 5 

Th' alarming bell was rung ; 
And from their matted homely beds 

The sainted virgins sprung. 

Fair Athelgiva first the dame^ 

Soft speaking thus addrest y 
^ My daughter^ an important call 

^ Commands me break thy rest. , 

' Thy brother at the abbey gate, 

* Appears with features glad ; 

' And with him comes a stranger knight, 

* In war-worn armour clad/ 

With falt'ring step and bloodless cheeky 

Young Athelgiva went i . > 
Confusion, shame, surjHise and joy l 

At once her bosom rent^. 
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When in the stranger knight she saw 
Hermanriek^s much-lav'd face ; 

Whilst he, hy generous love'impell'd, 
Rush'd to her fond embrace. 

Vain would the muse attempt to paint 
Wlfat joy the lover knew, * 
' Who found his long-disdainful maid 
At once fair, kind, and tru6. 

Then Edwy, while entranc'd in bliss 
The happy pair remained, 

Recounted o'er the tale, how he 
Hermanrick lost regain'd. ' 

But soon, alas ! too soon, was heard. 
To damp their new-form'd joys, , 
The groan of death, the shout of war, 
' And battle's mingled noise. 

For up the hill, with eager hast^, 

A breathless courier came \ 
He cries, ' Prepare for dire ^larms^ 

* And shun th* approaching flame. 

^ Fierce Hubba landing on the beach, 

* Now drives our feeble band ; 

* Who, far too few to stop his force^ 

* Fly o'er the crimson'd sand/ 



What 9p|^js|i fi^;d the^iAdde^^^^ ^ 

What rage the Ipver knew^ ^^ . » 

When looking dpwif the s^ieepj Ibill, , . 

They found th^ ;tale was true. , . ' ; ;- 

Each warlike youth then grasp'd.his spear, 

The trembling damsel said, 
' O where is now Earl Osrick*s power, 

* O where Lord fledwald's aid ? 

' Alas, alas !' the abbess cries. 
' Far as my sight is borne, 
* I cannot s.ee .the ][uddy 9r(>9s^ 

* Nor hear Earl Osrick's horn/" 



' *, . \ 



.-,■ -.■ ■ 1 



Stern Hubba now to direful deeds 

ImpeU'd his savage cr^w \ 
And o'er t^e blood-empurled strand 

The golden, raven flew; 

' Behold,^ he cries, and waves his lance^ 
^ Where yon proud turrets rise ; 

* Of those who prove war's glorious toil, 
' Ziet beauty be the pnz6« 






There gold and beauty both are found, 
* Then follow wffere I leaJ j ^ 
' And quickly uiow you have not fought 
' For honoui^s eml>ty meed/ ' '/ ' ' 

VOL, IV. > . . ^. 
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He said : ^md pressed to gain the hiU^ 

His shouting train pursue; 
And, fir'd by hopes of brutal joys^ - 

Behold the prize in view. 

Young Edwy markM their near approach. 
And rush'd t*oppose their way ; 

Nor did^ with equal ardour^fir'd. 
Behind Hermanrick stisiy. 

Like mountain boars, -the brother chiefi 
On Denmark's warriors flew: 

And those who helil the foremost ranki^ 
Their fury overthrew. 



Soon, piercM by Edwy's fatal lance, 
' Lay- valiant Turkil here; 
There Hardicanute bit the du^. 
Beneath Hemtanrick's spear. 



'•■» 



But vain is courage^ strength, or d^^Jl v 

When two oppose au host; 
A dart, with sure, and deadly av^^ \ > : 

At Edwy Hub]ba tost, , . ^ r; ;'^t> 



His sister, who, o'erpower'd by ^grie^ 
Had fainted Qnthefloost^ y^ ' • 

Recoi^rf d' 1^ tlue matron^ oare, 
Now soug^t:tIie9abbey dooc 



/ > 
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When ctoi the &ted carnag'd spot 

She cast her weeping, eyes ; 
^ O hlessed Maiy !' criee the maid^ 

* My brother bleeds and dies/ 



Then forth she ran and gain'd the place^ - 
Where, press*d by crowds of foes, 

Hermanrick stood— the shades of death 
Her brother's eyelids plose. ' 

The furious Dane nor pity knew. 
Nor stay'd his vengeful arm 5 ' 

Nor aught avails that heav'nly'face, 
Which might a tiger cttarm. 

First on th' unguarded chief he rushed. 

And bore him to the ground; 
•The helpless damsel's plaint of woe 

* 

^ In war's loud shout is drownM. 

Sht saw Hermaniick's quiy'ring lip. 

She mark'd his rolling eye ; 
She fEonts, she'fialls; before her sight 

Death's visions dimly fly. 

^ And, O thou'dear and much-lov^d yoiith,' 

The <Jying virgin cried 5 
' Howe'er^in life I wsong^d thy trath, . 

' Yettruewiththteldied^' ^ 
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She spdke.no more— E'eii Hubba felt 

The force of love sincere 5 
Then first his breast confessed the sigh^ 
' Then first his cheek the tear. 

^ And, O. my friends, the rage of war/ 
He cries, ' awl^le forbear; 

^ And to. their weeping kindred 'straight 
These br^thless bodies bear. 

^ Or fear the wratb of Powers Diviner^^ 

Nor could he further say ; 
But quickly, with disordered march. 

Bent to his.j^hips'his way : 

For now ^as beard Earl Osrick's hom^ 
Shrill sounding thro' the dale J 

And now Lord Redwald's ruddy cross . 
Was waving to the gale* 

His tardy aid Earl Osrick brought 

Too late, alas ! to save; 
And far beyond th* avenging sword 

The Dane now rode the wave. 

Grief seiz'd the warrior's heart, to sec 

In dust young Edwy laid;: 
And stretch'd by brave Hermnrick's side 

Fair Athel^va dead. 



OL© BALLADS. ni^ 

But on the holy cross he swore, 
^ A brave revenge io take. 
On Denmark's proud and bloody sons. 
For Athelgiva's iake. 

This vow in Kenwortb's glorious field 

The gallant earl did pay ; 
When Alfred's bette^ star piev^il'dji^. 

And England had her day. 

That day the Dane full dearly paid 

The price of lovers' blood : 
That day in Hubba's cloven helm 

The Saxpn javelin stood. 

The bodies of the hapless three 

A single grave contains , 
And in the choir with dirges due, 

Axe laid tiieir cold remains. 

Lord Ardolph on his children's tomb 

Inscrib'd th' applauding verse ; 
And long the monks in Gothic rhime, i 

Their story did rehearse. 

And often pointing to the skies. 

The cloister'd maids would cry ; 
'^ To those bright resdms in bloom of youth 

^* Did Atlielgiva fly.^ 
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SIR JOHN BARLEY-CORN, 

^^ A pleasant new Ballad to sing ev^n and morne, 
^^ Of the bloody murder of Sir John Barley-corn/' 

[Prioted for John Wright.] 

^s I* went through the north country, 

I heard a merry meeting; 
A pleasant toy and fiiU of joy; 

Two noblemen were greetings; 

And as they walked forth to sport. 

Upon a summer's day. 
They met another nobleman, . • . 

With whom they had a firayj. 

His name was Sir John Barley-ccvn ; 

He dwelt down in a dale« 
Who had a kinsman dwelt him nigh. 

They call'd him Thomas Good-mie* 



/ 

I 



Another named Richard Beer^ 

Was ready at that time^ 
Anotiber worthy knight was thetre^ 

Caird Sir William White-wine, . 

Some of them fought in a black jack^ 

Some of them in a can; 
But the chiefest in a black pot^ 

Like a worthy nobleman. 

Sir Barley-corn fought in a bowl. 

Who won the victory ; 
Which made them all to fume and ^ear. 

That Barley-corn should die. 

Some said ^' kill him,*' some said " drown/* 
Others wish!d to hang him high. 

For as many as follow Barley-corn, ^ - 

Shall suTj^y- beggars die. 

Then with a plough they ploughs him up. 

And thus they did devise. 
To bury him quick within the earth. 

And swore he should not rise. 



With harrows strong they combed him. 
And burst clods on his head, 

A joyful banquet then wcu made. 
When fiarley-KX)m was dead* 
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He rested still within the earthy 
Till rain from skies did fall. 

Then he grew up in branches green^ 
Which sore amazed them all. ' 

And so grew up till midsummer. 
He made them'all afraid. 

For he was sprouted up on high>- 
And got a goodly beard. 

Then he grew dli St. James's tid6. 
His countenanccxtvas wan, * 

For he was grown unto his strength. 
And thus became a man. 

•^Witb hooks and sickles keen. 

Unto the fields they hied^ ' ' 
They cut liis legs off by the kneer, ' ' 
And made him wounds! 'full wide. 



Thti^ bloMily thfey ciit Him'd6wn;^ 
From place where' he did^s^a'nd. 

And like a thief for treachet^,' 
They bound him in a band'. 






So then they took him up again, 

According to this kind. 
And packed' fcim up in several stacks. 

To wither WiA the windi • 



dLD BALLADS. 217 

And with a pitchfork that was sharp^ 

They rent him to the hearty 
And like a thief for trea$on vile^ 

They hound him in a cart. ;^ 

And tending him with weapons ^trong^ 

Unto the town they hiey 
And straight they mow'd him in a mow", . 

And there they let him lich , , 

Theii he Jay, groaniag by the wall^^ 

Till air his wounds were sore, . 
At length they took him up again, 

And cast him on the floor. , 

They faired tw ivith hqlly club% 

To beat at him at once. 
They thwacked so bard on Barley-corny 

That flesh fell from his bQne% 

And thea they took him up again, ^ 
To inlEA wom^s mind, - - 

They dusted ao^dthey sifted hxm^ .\ 
Till he was almost blind. 

And then they loiit him in'a;6ack, 

' Which grieved Ittm^futtfH^re^^ 
TheydtMpedlte^ A&l^ (Sbdwot,-;^^ • 

For three day0 Apticeisiit'itkfte. 
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Then they took him up again^ 
* ' And laid .him Ifpr to dry^ 
They cast him oa a chamber floor,. 
And sworc^ tbat;he should die. 

They rubbed him and stirred him^ 

And oft did toil and turn. 
The maukniian likewise vows his deaths 

His body he would burn. 

They puU'd and haul'd him up int^iite> 

And threw him on a kiln. 
Yea dried him o'er a fire bright. 

The more to work their will. 

Then to the mill they forc'd him strait. 

Whereas they bruis'd his bones. 
The miller swore to murder him 
' Betwixt a pair of stones. 

The last time when they took him i^y - ', 
They served him worse .than thal^* . 

Por with hot scalding liquor store ,,< 

They wash'd him in a fet* ^; 



But not content with this, God wot, 
They wrought him so jnuch harm. 

With cruel threat they promise ug\t 
To beat Im^ into barm. . . 



• / 
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And lying in this danger. deep^ 

For fear that he should qiuurrel^ 
They took him straight out of the fct^ 

And tunn'd }\\m in a hartel. 

And then they set a tap to him^ 
- Even thus his death begun^ 
They drew out every drop of blood. 
Whilst any drop would run. 

Some brought jacks upon their backih 

Some brought bill and how. 
And every man his weapon had 

Barley-corn to overthrow. 

When Sir John Good-ale heard of this 

He came with mickle might. 
And there he took their tongues away. 

Their legs, or else their sight. 

Sir Jolp at last in each respect 

So pud them all their hire. 
That some lay sleeping by the walls. 

Some tumbling in the mire. 

Some lay groaning by the walls. 
Some felt in the street down right. 

The best of them did scarcely know 
Wh&t he had done o'er night. 
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All you good wi^ees that brew good ale^ 
God keep you all from teen^ 

But if y6u put too much water in^ 
The devil put out your eyne ! 



XXXV. 

^' A new Ballad' for you to look on. 
How Mault doth deale with every one.'* 

To the tune of — Triumphand Joy. ' 

jMas Mault he is a gentleman. 
And hath been gince the world began, 
I never knew yet any man 

That could match with Master Mault, sir. 
I never knew any match Mault but once, ' 
The miller with his grinding stones 
He laid them sp close that he crusht hi)9 bones ; 

You never knew the like, sir. 
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Mault^ Mault^ thou art a flower. 
Thou art beloved in every bower. 
Thou canst not be missing one half hour; 

You never saw the like, sir. 
For laying of his stones so close, 
Mault gave the miller a copper nose, 
Saying, '* thou and I will never be foes," 

But unto thee I stick, sir. 

Mault gave the miller such a blow. 

That from his horse he fell full low : 

He taught him his master, Mault,. for to know, 

You never saw the like, sir. 
Our hostess' maid she w^s to blame. 
She stole Master Mault away from her dame> 
And in her belly she hid the same. 

You never saw the like, sir. 

So when the Mault did work in her head. 
Twice a day she would be sped. 
At night she could not get to bed. 

Nor scarce can stand on her feet, sir. 
Then came in the Master Smith, 
And said that Mault he was a thief; 
But Mault gave him such a dash in the teeth 

You never saw the like, sir. 
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For when his iron was hot and red^ 
He had such an ache in all his head. 
The south wis fain to get him to hed. 

For then he was very sick, sir. 
The carpenter came a piece to square, 
lEie bad Mault come out if he dare. 
He would empty his belly and beat his sides bare. 

That he knew not where to sit, sir^ 

To the fire he went, with an arm full of chip?, 
Mault hit him right between his lips, 
, And made him lame in both hb hips; 

You never saw the like, sir. 
The shoemaker sitting upon his seat, 
With Master Mault he began to fret, . , 

He said he would th^ kna.ve so beat. 

You never saw the like, sir. 

Mault peept his head out of a hall. 

The shoemaker said he would drink him up all. 

They tumbled together till down they did fall, 

You never saw the like, sir. - 

The weaver being in his loom. 
He threatened Master Mault to bum, ^ 

When he had knit on to the thrum. 

You never saw the like, sir. . . ^ , 
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And such a court some weavers beld^ 

They would pay our hostess when they had filUd, 

'But when every one had his part and deaVd 

They knew not where to sit, sir. 
The tinker he took the weaver's part. 
Because he is touching unto his art. 
He took the pot and draqk a quart, . 

The world was very quick,'sir. 

Maxilt had of him his own desire. 
He made him tumble into the fire, 
And there he lost his burling ire. 

He hath not found ft yet, sir. 
The tailor he came to grind his shears, 
Mault and he were together by the ears. 
Great is the company Mault still rears. 

You never saw the like, sir. 

For when his pressing iron was hot, 
He j^^ressed a board instead of a coat. 
And sailed home in a feather bed boat. 

You never saw the like, sir. 
So then the tinker did sound his pan. 
Then said Master Mault, I must be gone^ 
I am the good, fellow that helpeth each on^^ 

You never saw the like, sir. 
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The tinker then that he was faia 
With Mault to have, a bout or tyfaiu, 
Mault hit him sore in every vein ; 

You never saw the like^ sir. 
'Then hespake the tinker anc^Uj^ 
He said he woiilcl prove himself a nuiii^ 
He laid on Majilt till the house was gone 

The bung and the tinker fell sick^ sir» ^ 



The sailor he, did curse and ban, » 

He bad the boy go tap the can, . , . . , 
I'll have a bout with Mault anon^ , . : , ^ 

You never saw ^e likei, sir, 
Aboard diey went. to try their inatch^ , 
And thejce they play'd at hop and catch,, 
Mault bestowed him under the hatch. , , 

And made him keep the ship> sir. 

Then came the chapman traveiyi^g fey^ , y ,. < 
And said,.ipj masters TU be with ye, , , . 
Indeed Master Mault my mouth is dry, 

I will gnaw you with my teeth, sir. 
The chapman he laid on ^pace 
Till store of blood came in hfe face. 
But Mault brought him in such a case. 

You never saw the like, sin 
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The mason came an oven to make^ 
The bricklayer he his part did take^ 
They bound Mault to the good ale-stake^ 

You never saw the like, sir. . - 
^ Then Mault began to tell hii» mind, v 

And plied them with ale, beer, and wine^ 
They left brick, axe, and trowel behind> ' , ■ 

They could not lay a brick, sir..? jpilT 

Then came the labourer out with his hood. 
And saw his two masters how they stood, 
He took Master Mault by the hood. 

And swore he would "him strike, sir. 
Mault he ran, and for fear did weep. 
The labourer, he did skip and leap, ' *^ 
But Mault cast him into the mortar heap. 

And there he fell asleep, sir. 

The butcher came to buy a sheep. 

He said he would make Mault to creepy 

But Mauk made him the cat to whip. 

You never saw the like, sir. 
The glover came to buy a skin, 
Mault hit him right above the chin, 
. The pewter John came doubling in. 
You never saw the like, sir. 

VOL. IV. ' Q 
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And laid on head^ arms^ andjoints^ 
Took away his gloves^ and a gross of points^ 
And swore they had pa/d him in quarts and pints^ 
. You never saw the Kke, sir. 
Tlius of my song I will make an end^ 
And f»By my hostess to be my friend^ 
To give me' some drink now my money is spent, 
Then Mault and I am quits^ sir. 



XXXVI. 
THE DEVONSHIRE NYMPH : 

The Knights happy choice. She^i»ig bow 9 young 
rich Knight fell in love with the Daughter, of a 
poor Weaver of Devonshire^- and for her beauty 
and virtue^ married her. ' ; . 



In the West of Devonshire 
Liv'd a maid of beauty rare^ 

Pretty Peggy was her name j 
Ev'ry creature lov'd her nature, • 

Peggy t)iere had all the fame. 



/ . 
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Wheresoever I^am walldng^ 
Or oi whatsoerer talking. 

Pretty P^gy tnust come iiir . 
She has ao much duty and so much.beau^, * 

Not to worship vere a sip* 

Fame, that oftentimes doth flatter. 
Told the truth of all the ipatter. 

To a young and worthy knight. 
One lov'd pleasure, more than treasorv, ^ 

Beauty was his sole delight. 

Straight in love he was involved. 
And to tiy he was resolved, , 

Whether Peggy would be kind. 
But he did never meet with 6ver ' 

Such a face, and such a mind. 

When he first beheld the creatare. 
All her dbarms were bent by natinre, 

Neither spots nor tower she wore. 
But she was singing, and a spinning. 

At her poor old father's door. 

When she saw him she retired. 
But his senses all were fired 

At the little interview : 
Oh, stay, he said, thou lovely maid. 

For now I swear report is true. ^ 
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Straightway then he did pursue hef^ 
And with all his art did woo her, 

Kiss'd her hands and bless'd her: eyes 
ProlFerM treasure fbr his pleastire. 

But, alas, she all denieis. ' 

Grolden promises he made her, , 
And with vows be did persuade her^ 

But her virtue was so strong. 
That all his art ne*er touch'd he^ heart, - 

Altho* poor Peggy was but young. 

Dearest charmer be not cruel,! t 

To yourself and me, my jewels 

Leave your homely rural sport. 
And be but mine, and thou shalt shine 

Amongst the glorious stars at court. 

All the pride of London city^, ,;j^; 
-^ That can make young ladies pretty, » 
And what change affords that's r^e. 
All shall be, my dear, iox thee. 
And none with Peggy shall compare. 

Sir; said she, do not endeavour. 
The poor rlai^ghler of a weaver 

jh^s a heart of virtuous mould. 
Which no pride can draw aside. 

To be corrupted by your gold. 
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Then, said he, dear Peggy, may be 
YouMl deny to be a lady. 

How does that now suit your mind ? 
Sir, said she, my low degree 

Is still to humble thoughts confined. 

Foi* that, says he, I ne'er will fault thee. 
But for humbleness exalt thee. 

Thou this day my bride shall be. 
No longer they tarried, but were married. 

And lady Margaret was she. 

You may think her friends consented. 
And that she Mras Well contented. 

And- 1 am sure so was the knight. 
For all. the day they sport and play. 

But what they did, God knows, at night. 
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VENUS'.§ LAMENT FOR ADONIS. 

i 

[From Browne's Britannia's Pastorals, 1625.] 

V B N u 8 by Adonis' side 
Crying kist, and kissing cried^ 
Wnlng her hands and tore her bair^ 
For 'Adonis dying there. 






Stay (quoth she) O stay and Hre ! 
Nature surely doth not give 
To the earth her sweetest flowers. 
To be seen but some few hours. 

On his face still as he bled 
For each drop a tear she shed. 
Which she kist or wipt away. 
Else had drown'd him where he lay. 

Fair Proserpina, quoth she. 
Shall not have thee yet from me ; 
Nor thy soul to fly begin, 
Whila my lipsican keep it in» 
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Here she clos'd again : and some 
Say, Apollo would have come 
To have cured his wounded limb^ 
But that she had smother'd him. 
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Song by Richard the First^ Coeur de Lion^ written 
during his imprisonment in the Tenebreuse, or 
Black To^er. 



[Translated by Dr. Burney. — From the secolod Tolume of 
Dr. Burney's General History of Music] 



JN o wrcutched captive of his prison speaks^ 
Unless with pain, and bitterness of soul ; 
Yet cansolation from the Muse he seeks^ 
Whose voice alone misfortune can controul. 
Where now is each ally, each baron, friend^ 
Whose face I ne'er beheld without a smile ? 
Will none, his sovereign to redeem, expend 
The smallest portion of hb treasures^ vile 7 
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Though none may blush that near two tedious years^ 
. Without relief^ my bondage has ^ndur'd. 

Yet know^ my £oglish^ Norman, Gascon peers. 
Not one of you should thus remain immur'd ; 
The meanest subject of my wide domains. 
Had I been free, a ransom should have found; 
I mean not to reproach you with my chains. 
Yet still I wear them on a foreign ground ! 



Too true it is, so selfish human race ! 
^* Nor dead, nor captive, friend or kindred find," 
Since here I pine in bondage and disgrace. 
For lack of gold, my fetters to unbind. 
Much for myself I feel, yet ah ! still more 
That no compassion from my subjects flows ;, 
What can from infamy their names restore, . 
If, while a prisoner, death my eyes should close. 



But small is my surprise, though great my grief. 
To find, in spite of all his solemn vows. 
My lands are ravag'd by the Gallic chief, 
.While none my cause has courage to espouse. 
Though lofty tow'rs obscure the chearfiil day. 
Yet, through the dungeon's melancholy gloom, 
Kind Hope, in gentle whisper's, seems to say, 
'^ Perpetual thraldom is not yet thy doom.' 
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Ye dear companions of my happy days. 
Oh Chail and Pensavin aloud declare. 
Throughout the earth in everlasting lays. 
My foes against me wage inglorious war. 
Oh tell them too, that ne'er among my crimes 
Did breach of faith, deceit, or fraud appear ; 
That infamy will brand to latest times 
The insults I receive while captive here. 

Know all ye men, of Anjou ancPTouraine, ^ 

And ev'ry bach'lor knight, robust and brave. 

That duty now and love alike are vain. 

From bonds your sovereign and your friend to save. 

Remote from consolatioA here I lie. 

The wretched captive of a pow'ftil foe. 

Who all your zeal and ardour can defy. 

Nor leaves you aught but pity to bestow I ■ 
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MILITART ^)ONG ON THE FRENCH 
CHAMPION ROLAND. 



The foOowiD^ toB^ in pnise of Robai vis tiiMlitrJ firom 
the Frendi of the Marqub 4e Fuilniy , by Dr. Bomey, lad 
nierted in tl»fc setood Tofaniie of his Hiitory of Maac 

Few heroes haTe been so fortmate as Rolad: 

Tixere fortes ante AgamrmaoBa ; 

but their Tery names hare inglorioosly periled* The 
military reaowa andl amorous ad ieular es of Rolaad hare 
beea coasecrated to lame, by the immortal poems of 
Ariosto and BeraL His dariag courage in batde, his 
geodeaesi and courtesy after Tictory, and his eathusiaslic 
lore, are slifi familiar to every reader; and we have oal^ 
to regret the loss of his Chansoo, or military song, which 
formerly iaspirited whole armies to the most periloHS 
exploits. This song would haye beea a siii^nlar carioaty 
to Rnglishmea, as it was sung to aifcSBwti^ ^^ inraiii^ 
Normans at the battle of Hastings, by Tftillrfer, one of their 
Minstrels, riding on horseback at the head of their army. 

JLet er'rj Taliant son of Gaul * 

Sing Roland's deeds^ her greatest glorf^ 
Whose name will stoutest fiies iqppal^ t 
And feats inspire for future slinry. 
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Roland in childhood had no fears. 
Was full of tricks, nor knew a letter. 
Which, though it cost his mother tears. 
His father cried, ^^ So much the better: 
*' We'll have him for a soldier, bred, 
'^ His strength and courage' let us nooriadi, 
^' If boK) i!he heart, though wiM the head, 
" In war he'll but the better fknirish.'* 
Let ev'ry, &c. 

. Roland arriv'd at man'$ estate 
Prov'd that his father well admonish 'd. 
For then bis prowess was so great . . 
That all the world became astonished. 
Battalions^' sqtradions, be eould breaks 
And singly give them such a beating. 
That, seeing him, whole armies quake," 
And notliing think of but retreating, . 
.. Let ev'ry, &c. , 

tin single: combat ^twas the samer 
To him>^ fbes ^ete on a level. 
For ^V^ one he overcame, -' 

If giant, sorc'rery monster, devil. 
His arm no tklfger e'et ^buld stajry • ^ 
Ndt wflts'jiohe'godd^sd Fortune ficl^^ -' 
For if hi& foe he did n)o»t sla;^^,' ' ' '' 
He Icft'^MM hi a-ruefttl^tekle. •- • - - ^ 
Let ev'ry, &c. 
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In scalii^ vralls with highest gleey • 
He first the ladder fixt, then mounted; 
Let him^ m j boys^ our n^odel be. 
Who men or perils never counted. 
At night, with scouts he wateh would k^ep. 
With heart more gay than one in million. 
Or else on knapsack sounder sleep 
Than general in his proud pavilion. 
Let ev'ry, &c. 

On stubborn foes he vengeance wreak'dj 
And laid about him like a Tartar, i' 
But if for mercy once they squeak'd, • . 
He was the first to grant them quarter. 
The battle won, of Roland's soul 
Each milder virtue took possession f 
To vanquish^'d foes he o'er a bowl 
His heart surrendered at discretion. 

Let ev'ry, &c. . « 

When ask'd why Frenchmen wield the J)|and, 
And dangers new each day solicit, r 
He said, 'tis Charlemagne's conunand^ t 
To whona our duty is implicit : 
His ministers, and chose^ few, ..,* 

No doubt have weigh'd these things i^.^vate. 
Let us his enemies subdue, ^: ,o'j 

'Tis all that ^diers e'er should drive at; 
Let ev'ry, &c, , 
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Roland like Christian true woHld live^ 
Was seea at mass^ and in procession ; 
And freely to the poor would give. 
Nor did he always shun confession. 
But b»hop Turpin had decreed 
(His counsel in each weighty matter) 
That 'twas a good and pious deed 
His country's foes to drub and scatter. 
Let ev'ry, &c. 



ii 



At table Roland ever gay. 
Would eat, and drink, and laugh, and rattle. 
But all wai^ in a prudent way, 
On days of guard, or eve of battle. 
For still to king and Country trtie 
He held himself their constant debtor, * 
And only drank in season due. 
When to transact he'd nothmg better. ' ' 
Let ev'ry, &c. 

To captious blades he ne'er would bend, 

iWho qufciorels sougI\tfOn slight pretenoes; 

Though he, to social ioys a friend, - 

Was slow to give or take offences. 

None e'er had cfause his arm to dread 

But those who Wrong*d his jjrince, or nation. 

On whom whene'er to combat l^d. ^* 
He dealt out death and d«va^tioii. .' 
Let ev'ry, &c. • '^'^ ' ' 



dS8 aU> BALLADS. 

Roland too much adoced the fair. 
From whom e'en heroes are defenceless, 
And hy a qoeen of beauty rare 
He all at once was render'd senseless. 
One hapless mom she left die knight. 
Who, when he miss'd her, grew quite frantic. 
Our pattern let him he in fight: 
His love was somewhat too romantic. 
Let ev*ry, &c. 

His mighty uncle, Charles the Great, 
Who Rome's imperial sceptre wielded. 
Both early dignity and state 
With high command to Roland yielded. ' 
Yet though a Gen'ral, Coun^ and Peer, 
Roland's kind heart all pride could smother, 
F<^ each brare man from van to rear ~ ' 
He treated like a friend and brother. 
Let ev'ry, &c. 

XL. 
SONG FROM THIBAUT, KING OF NAVARRE. 

[Translated by Dr. Bumey. — From the second Tolome of 
Dr. fiumey's General History of Music] 

1 THOUGHT rd vanquished mighty love. 
But find myself deceived ; 
For ev'ry hour, alas ! I jurove '^ 

The conquest unachiev'd. 
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By day I seek for ease in vain, ' 

Or call on sleep by night ; 
Sighs, tears, complaints, increase my pain^ 
Nor does a hope, ye pow*rs ! remain. 
That she will e'er my love requite. ' 

The libertine alone betrays 

The kind and constant heart. 

But I would die ten thousand ways. 

Ere pain to her impart. 

No thought n)y throl^bing breast can cheer 

But her in bliss to see : 

Yet in her coy and wild career 

Could I but catch this flying deer 

How happy then would Theobald be ! 

This lovely deer, more white than snow. 
With locks like burnish'd gold 
Which o'er her polish'd shoulders flow. 
Courageous is and bold. 
In peril oft she stands at bay. 
Where wolves with cunning fraught 
Are on the watch by night and day 
To seize the courteous ^ their prey 
Wlio set their wicked wiles at naught. 

A brave accompUsh'd knight overcome. 
And stript of arm^ and fame. 
While barn ^nd vineyard, house and home 
Are food for fire and flame; 
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Than me less torture feels and pain 

While rigour thus I prove. 

For never did I yet attain 

The gift seraphic of a swain 

Who could without a premium love. 

The slightest, smallest boon to share 

Is all I humblj crave. 

To drive away the fiend Despair, 

And snatch me fr(Hn the grave. 

And is it then no crime to wound 

A faithful lover's heart? 

To hear his sad complaints resound. 

Then dash him to the abyss profound. 

Nor at his cruel suff 'rings start. 

Pronounce, my fair, a milder doom 

Before you*ve kill'd me quite. 

For pity then too late will come • 

When plung'd in endless night. 

i^ little love while yet I live 

Is worth a world in grave, * 

And His economy to give 

When by a trivia donative 

A heavy foture charge we save. ^ * ' 

4 

*^ The last stanza, which is not entire In the ori- 
ginal, has been amplified in the English, to supply 
a mtfhxent nttinb^r cf line^ fop the tnelody/^ - ' 
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XLI. 

The Laidley* Worm of Spindleston Heughs^ a 
Ballad^ five hundred years old^ made by the old 
mountain bard^ Duncan Frasier^ living in Qheviot. 
A. D. 127Q. 

Thii Ballad wa§ printed in Huichinson'a History of BTorthum- 
berland, from a commimication by the Rev. Mr. Lambe, 
of Norham, (editor of the old Poem, entitle^. Flodden 
Field), Tvho pretended to have transcribed it from a very 
ancient Manuscript. Both the historian aad the commu- 
nicator gravely maintain its antiqnity, and astlga tto com- 
position to tjbe period mentio|ied in tj^e ititle, . U^ 19 almost 
superfluous to observe that it Is a modem forgery, and it 
is singular that so impudent a fraud shoidd have been, 
successfully practised on Hutchinson. 

I am informed by Mr. Turner, to.whose suggeiti^^ns I am 
much indebted, that a laidy now upwards of 70 had heard 
her mother repeat an older, and nearly sfmilar bbUad. If 
the verses resembled these, they could not be mudbi earlier 
than her mother's birth. These are uiMloubted^y more 
recent. Those who practise these deceptionsi usually 
build their st^y on s^uie fhtgrnesl or tradition; and when 
exposed, appeal to elderly persons if they haTenot heard 
it, or something resembling it, in their youth* 

1 H JS king is gone from Bamtk)rotigh castle : 

Long may the princess mourn. 
Long may she stand on the castle wall. 
Looking for his return. 

* This «ia oorthem corriipliflpliirbHvtUji i. i^Mthiomt. 
vox-. IV. K 
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She has knotted the keys upon a string, 
And with her she has them ta'en ; 

She has east t\^em o'er her left shoulder, 
And to the gate she is gane. 

She tripped out, she tripped in. 

She tript into the yard ; 
But it was more for the king's sake, 

^an for thequecin's'reg^d. .. 

. ■■ : » . 

( 

It fell out on a day the king 

. Brought the queen with him hoine.j 

And all the loi'ds in our country 

.To welcome them: did come. 



. Oh ! welcome father,, the lady cries, 
lluio your halls and bowers ; 

Aiid^saare you, my step-mother,,- 
For 'all -fliat is here is yours. 

■ •• - ; 

A lord said, wottd'ring whil^ she spake> 

This princess bf the- north 
Surpasses all of feniale kind, 
; In beauty and in worth. 

The envious queen replied, at least 
You might have excepted me ; 

Iq a iew hours I will her bring 
©own to.alowdcgwe.- i' " 



■I 
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I will liken her to a laidley worm^ 
That warps about the stone, 

And not, till Childy Wyftd •** bcwies back,- 
Shall she again be won. > " ' ■' 

Tlie princess stood at her bower door. 
Laughing : who could her blame? 

But e'er the next day's sun went down, 
A long worm she became* 

For seven miles east, and seven miles wtfs^^ 
And seven miles north and south. 

No blade of grass or corn could grow, » •' 
So venomous was her mouth. 

The milW of seven stately cows, !' 

It was costly her to keep. 
Was brought her daily, which she drafak^ / 

Before she went to sleep. 

At this day may be seen, the the cave. 

Which held her folded up, 
And the stone trotigh, the very same 

Out of wliich she did sup. 

Word went east^, and word went west. 
And word is gone over the sea : , 

That a laidlejc worm in Spindleston H^^g}ls 
Would ruin the north coundry. ]/ 

* There if now a street, called the Wynd, at Bantborou^h. 
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Word went east, and word went west. 

And over the sea did go ; 
The child of Wynd got wit of it. 

Which filled hjs heart with woe.- 

He called straight his merry men all, 
They thirty were and three ; 

I wish I were at Spindleston, 
This desperate worm to ,see. 

We have no time now here to waste. 

Hence quickly let us sail ; 
My only sister Margaret 

Something-I fear doth ail. 

They built a ship without delay, 
With masts of the rown-tree,* 

With fluttering sails of silk so fine. 
And set her on the sea. 

They went aboard. The wind with speed 

Blew them along the deep ; 
At length they spied an huge square tower 

On a rock high and steep. 

The sea was smooth, the weather clear. 
When they approached nigher ; 
^•teHig -Ida's castle they well knew, / 
And the. banks of Bamboroughshire, ^ 

d;^i::... ! ofii " ^t Mountain ash. 
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The queen look'd out at a bower window^ 

To see what she could see ; 
There she espied a gallant ship 

Sailing upon the sea. 

When she beheld the silken sails 

* • " , 

Full glancing in the sun. 
To sink the ship she sent away 
Her witch wives etcry one. 

Their spells were vain. The hags returned 
To the queen in sorrowful mood. 

Crying, that witches have no power 
Where there is rown-tree wood. 

Her last effort — she sent a boat. 

Which in the haven lay, 
With armed men to board the ship ; 

But they were driven away. 

The worm leapt up, the worm leapt down. 

She plained round the stone ; 
And as the ship came to the land. 

She bang'd it off again 

The child then ran, out of her reach. 

The ship on Budle* sand. 
And, jumping into the shallow sea. 

Securely got to land 

.... . ' A. 

* Budle is a small Tillage and port at a little distance 
from Bamborough. 
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And how he drew his bonny brown sword. 

And laid it on her head^ 
And swore if slie did hasten to him^ 

That he wou'd strike her dead. 

Oh ! quit thy sword, and bend thy bow, 

And give me kisses three ; 
For though I am a pbis'nous worm. 

No hurt will I do to thee. 

Oh ! quit thy sword, and bend thy bow. 

And give me kisses three; 
If I am not won e'er the sun go down. 

Won I shall never be. 

He quitted his sword, he bent his bow. 

He gave her kisses three ; 
She crept into a hole a worm. 

But stept out a lady. 

No cioathing had this lady fine 

To keep her from the cold ; 
He took his mantle from him about. 

And round her did it fold. 

He has his mantle from' him about 

And it he wrapt her in ; 
And they are up to Bamborough castle 

As fast as they can win. 
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His absence and her serpent shape 
. The king had long deplor'd. 
He now rejoic'd to see th^m. both 
Again ip him restoi'4. 



i' 



The queen they wanted, 'wliora they fpund^ 

All pale and sore afraid ; 
because she knew her power riiyst yield 

To Childy Wynd's j who said. 

Woe be to thee, thou wicked witch. 

An ill death may'st thou dee : 
As thou my sister hast likened. 

So likened shfdt thou be, 

\ 
I will turn thee into a toad. 

That on the ground doth wend; 
And won and won shalt thou never be. 

Till this world hath an end. 

Now on the sands near Ida's tower. 

She crawls a loathsome toad; 
And ,yenom spits on ev^ry maid 
' -She prieets upon the road; 

The virgins all of Bamboi:ough town . 

Will swear that they have seen 
This spiteful toad of monstrous size^ 

Wliilst walking they have been. 
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All folks believe, within the shire, 

This story to be true ; 
And they all run to Spindleston, 

The cave andtrdugh to view. 

This fiiet now Duncan Frasier 

Of Cheviot sings in rhyme; 
Lest Bamboroughshire men should forget^ 

Some jMirt of it intin^e. / ^ 

XLH. 

KING ZAYDE AND ZELINDAXA, A MOORISH 

TALE. 

From the Spanish. 

From among other romances of the most famous feasts and 
tournaments of the Moors, I have selected one, the origi- 
nal of which must have been very ancient, as it relates the 
catastrophe of a Moorish knight in the court of one of the 
kings of Toledo, which city was re-conquered by the 
Christians in the year 1085. In my translation of it, my 
only care has been to preserve the literal sense and spirit 
of the Spanish version. — Carter's Journey from Gibraltar 
to Malaga. 

1 N troops of eight, and troops of ten. 

The Alitarian race, 
With many a Saracinian chief, 

Toledo's circus grace : 



. »• . 
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To throw the cane, and proire their strength, 

With the Azarques bold. 
With Adalife's comely nien. 

The tournament to hold. 

These royal sports the king proclaims 

For peace then lately made 
Between Oranada's prince Atarfe 

And Belchite's king Zayde. 

But Fame reports, the monarch's love 

For a fair Moorish dame 
Was the true cause of all these feasts : 

Zelindaxa her name. 

First to the field, on fiery steeds. 

The Saracini flew. 
Their cloaks and jackets richly shone. 

Of green and orange hue. 

Sharp scymeters, embost with gold, 

Each shining target shows ; 
And letters which defiance bore 

Against their country's foes. 

Swiftljf the Alitares next 
' . . Entir the listed field 

A goodly sight their scarlet coats 
With snow-white flow'rets yield, ' 



'■: . . 
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. • T%ieir targets^ for device the sky, » 
By Atlas pa^opt^ did show, : 
* And a mbttQ fain, ^hichsaid^ 
" Until fatigued I grow/' . 

Nesxt Adalife's. gallant knights 

O'er the field stately ride. 
With coats of -red apd yellow clad, . t 

A veil* tO'^ch arm tied. 

A double knot> was their device, . \ 

By a wild man undone. 
On whose enormous club was writ, 

^* This through our valoiu: wojol/^ 

\ 

The last, but bravest troop, the Moor.: 

Azarque most poitly leads. : 
Their vests were purple mixt with blue^ 

And plumes adorn their heads^ ^ 

On their gr^eri shi^lds^f with azure giXHmd, 

Two joined h^nds are seen. 
And the letters there inscribed, 

'^ Surrounded by the green.'* 

* Almayzal is the Arabic name of a striped silken veil^ or 
head-dress, worn by the Moorish women. It was^ the usual 
favour, in the dajs of knight-errantry, for jkh^-IiEuiies to sive 
them to their knights, who tied them as a signal on melr 
arras, as being the tnost conspicuous jviace; ' -^ 

+ Green wasi the peculiar colour AJOfi^ct^ lyy Mahomet, 
his descendants, and the princes of the Mahometan faith : 
this device shews, that Zeundaxa was of royal blood. 
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The furious king this emhlem read^ 
And^ jealous^ could not hear 

That Zelindaxa's heart with hiia 
Another nian should share* 

To Selim, his Alcayde, he said, 

•^^ This Sun, which dbines so bright^ 
<^ And dares, in my despite, to blaze^ 
Shall quenched be this night.' 



te 
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With matchless art, resistless force, 
. Azarque now throws his cane, 
* And as his courser measures 'baclc 
With speed the dusty plain. 



* The chief art in the Jue^ de Canas is,-te ride fuB- 
speed, throw the cane at a certain mark, and then suddenly 
turn the horse back with equal swiftness. It was surely in- 
vented to train their horses to the Arabian manner of riding 
up to their enemy, and, after castings javelins, retreating with 
expedition before the adversary could return their stroke. , 
This custom, as old as the Parthian empire in tiie east, is, to 
this day, practised in Arabia. Niehbuhr, inhisdeacriptiop 
of that country> has given iis a plate wherein the dola or 
' governor and principal Arabs of Loheia in Yemen are repre- 
,-9ented in quadrilles, throwing canes at each other. 

This sport was revived on the marriage of the prince of 
Aflturias, at Madrid, where the quadrilles were composed f>f 
the noblest youtfi ia die kingdom, headed each by a prince 
• of the blood. 
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The admuiDg croud tumultuous shout, 

*^ Alha thee save !" they cry : 
The ladies, from the royal seats. 

Applaud him passing hy. 

Transported Zelindaxa throws 

* Perfumes upon her knight. 
Th^ king, with bitter grief and rage. 

At this heart-breaking sight, . 

Calls to the cavaliers to cast 

Their slender canes away. 
And the presumptuous Azarque 

To seize without delay. 

Two of the four quadrilles, with haste. 
Take lances in their h^nds ; 
. For who shall venture to resist 

An angry king's commands ? «- 

The other two would fain have fought. 

Their utmost aid to lend ; 
But Azarque cries, " In vain you try 

'^ To save your wretched friend. 

♦ The Spanish ladies have retained from the Moors their 
gallant way of throwing rose-water, perfumes> flowers, &c. 
on their lovers and favourites, as they pass uiubr their bal 
conies during the carnival; a liberty oflowed at no other 
season. Many a lady waits the return of the^^atnml> t^ 
make this tacit declaration of her Bentiments. 
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^^ Put down your lances 5 let them cbme 
*^ And strike the deadly blow ; 

^^ That I a lover true expire, 
'' This fatal day shall show.'' 



Azarque, at length, overcome and seiz'd, 

With grief the people see. 
And take up arms to give him help. 

So well belov'd was he. 

From her balcony Zelindaxa 
Exclaims, with all her might, 

^ Save him, ye Moors, O save him now, 
^^ Preserve my faithful knight." 

Then headlong down she strives to throw 

Herself in fell despair ; 
Her mother holds her in her arms. 

And soothes her frantic care. 



♦^ Dost thou not see, my daughter dear, 
*^ That nothing can withstand 

^^ What a stem, royal lover's rage 
*^ Shall cruelly command }" 

A message from the monarch came. 
Enjoining her to choose, 
, In some relation's secret house. 
Her liberty to lose. 



/ 
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Fair Zelindaxa to the king 
Made straightway this reply : 

'* The memory of Azarque shali be 
" My prison till I die. 

^^ And thou shalt see that I will dare 
^^ Resist with constancy, 

^' Whatever a savage, bloody king 
*' May impiously decree.'* 
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THE HERMIT OF WARKWORTH, 

By Percys 

Frr THE FIRST. 

JLIark was the night, and wild the storm. 

And loud the torrent's roar; 
And loud the sea was heard to dash 

Against the distant shore. 
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Musing on man's weak hapless ^tey 

The lonely Hermit lay t 
When, lo ! he heard a female voice 

Lament in sote dismay.' 



■< -.4 



\ 



With hospitable haste he rose. 

And wak*d his skeping fire ; 
And, snatching up a lighted farand, ^ 

Forth hied the reverend 5ire* 

All sad beneath ft neighbouring tree 

A beauteous maid he found. 
Who beat her breast, and with her tears . 

Bedew'd the mossy ground. 

O ! weep not, lady,; weep not so 5 , 

Nor let vain fears alarm ; 
My little eel? shall shelter tiiee. 

And Iceep the s^fe from harm . 

\ 

It is not formyself I weep. 

Nor for myself I fear : • ' 

But for my dear tod only fnend, ■ :/. 

Who lately left me here : '-1 

And while some sheltering bower he sobjgllt, 
Within this lonely wood, \ 

Ahrl sor^ J^iear his wtodering'feet 
Have slipt'ih ydiidet^flood; .. *-!•*- 
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O ! trust in be&veii^ the Hermit sai^ «' '^' ^ 
.^ ^j ^ ,^^ ,,. , . ■■ 

Doubt n^ but^IfihaUfitid thy fi(^i6lid^ ^- - 
And ease thee ofthy Cflttse* * • \- - i * 

Then climbbig up fck rotTcystaifi, ^ ^^'^- 
He scales the cUff-so higK 5 ; '--* ' 

And calb aloud^and'wa^es h£i ligbt -i r-'.^ 
To guide the sfranger's eye/ >:'**' '-^ 

Among the thickets l6tig he winds ' • '- ^ ^ ' 
With careful steps and slow r^ " '^ ' ' 

At length a vc6c*e retum*d his call; " ' '^^"^ 
Quick answering from belo#:'" * ''"^"^ 

O ! tell ni^; father^, Wll liie tru6, '"' '^ 
If you have ehahc'd t6 ^^e :' " '^^^^^ ^ 

A gentle maid, I lately left . '^ '-^'^' 

Beneath some neighbBoriii^ tfefei* *'*^^' 



But either I have lost the place;; * nt '•' ?! 

Or she hath gone astray: r* * • V' 
And muchl fear this fatal streaw "^^ *^^^ 

Hath snatch'dher hence iway*.' - *^'*' 

fraMi^ heaven, my $q% the IJeHnit ^d ti'i 
The lady's safe and well.:: <; .^. 'v>» 

- « 

And soon he jfljb'd the ^ncjlerin^yoatft,*'^ 
And broughjt hitt to his cellf -' *' 
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Then well was seen, these gentle friends 

They lov'd each other dear : 
The youth he pressed her to his heart 5 

The maid let fail a tear. 

Ah ! seldom had their host, I ween^ 

Beheld so sweet a pair : 
The youth was tall, with manly bloom ; 
~ She slender, soft, and fair* 

The youth was clad in forest green, - 

With bugle-horn so bright : 
She in a silken robe and scarf 

Snatc^'d up in hasty fli^t. 

Sit down, ray children, says the Sage ; 

Sweet rest your limbs require : 
Then heaps fresh fuel on the hearth. 

And mends his little fire. 

Partake, he said, my simple store. 
Dried fruits, and milk, and curds ; 

And spreading all upon the board. 
Invites with kindly wprds, ^ 



Thanhs, fetbe^rjifartby bounteous fere. 

The youthful cojiple ^ay t. 
Then &^ly,ate^.^nd inade good chi^r, '■•■ 

And talk'd:tbeiyt(?a«SfiMi|ay^^* : :o Li« A 
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Now say^ my childreD^ (for perchance 

My counsel may avail) 
What strange adventure brought you here 

Within this lonely dale ? . 

First tell me, father, said the youth,' 
(Nor blame mine «ager tongue) 

What town is here ? What lands are these ? 
And to what Icnrd belong I 

Alas ! my son, the Hermit said. 
Why do I: live to say, ^ 

The rightful lord of these domains 
Is banish'd far away ? ■ . t 

Ten winters now have shed their snows^ 

On this my lowly hall. 
Since valiant Hotspur (so the. North ^ ^ 

Our youthful lord did call.) 

Against Fourth Henry Bolingbroke. 

Led up his northern powere. 
And stoutly fighting, lost his lifi» 

Near proud Salopia's towers. 

One son he left, a lovely boy, - 

His country's hope and heir 5 
And, oh ! to save him from his foes^ 

It was his grandsire's care. 
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In Scotland safe be pl&c'd the child ^ 
Beyond the reach of strife^ * - 

Nor long before the brave old earl '^' 

At Bramham lost his life. 

And now the Percy name^ so long , 

Our northern pride and boast^ 
Ides hid, «las:! beneath a cloud ; > 

Hieir honours reft and lost. 

No chieftain of that noble house . 

Now leads our youth to avms 5 » 

The bordering Scots despoil our fields^ w!'^ 

And ravage all ouriarms*! . •'.'.< 

Their halls aiid castles, once so flair. 

Now moulder in decay ; 
Proud strangers now usurp, their larids,.;.. 

And bear ;their weahh away.^^ . 

Nor far from hence, where yon full stream 

Runs winding down the lea. 
Fair Warkworth lifts her lofty towers. 

And overlooks the sea. 

Those towers, alas ! now stand forlorn. 

With noisome weeds o'erspread. 
Where feasted lords, and courtly damf s. 

And where the poor wece Jedt . " : I 
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Meantime far off^ mid Scottish kills. 

The Percy lives unkAowo : 
On stradger's bounty he depends^ 

And may not daiinl ids own. 

O might I \<^ith these aged tyed 

But live to see him here^ 
Then should my sodl depart in bliss ! 
. He said^ and dtopt A tear. 

And is the Percy still so lov'd 

Of all bis friends fOad thee ? . ' I 

Then bless me, father, said the youth, . . 
For I thy guest am He. 

Silent he gaz'd, then turn'd mdA 
To wipe the tears he shed ; , . 

And lifting up his hands and eyes, , 

Pour'd bleissings oil bis teadl 

Welcome, our dear and much-jov*djord^,^ 

•» • • 

Thy country's hope and.carc z , 

But who may this young lady be, 
That is so wondrott's fair ? ' .' 



Now, fether, listen to my tale,. 

And thou shalt know the trudi :^ 
And let thy sage advice direct* 

My unestperienc'd youth* 
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I. 

. In Scotiajid IVe been noUy bred 

Beneath the Regent's* hand^ 
In feats of arms^ and every tore^ 
To fit- me for commfuid* 

With fond impatieoce long I bum'dj 

My native land to see : 
At l^gth I WOOL my guardian friend> 

To yield that boon to me. 

Then up and down in tenter's garb 

I wandered as in chaee^ 
Till in the noble Neville^sf house 

I gain'd a hunter's place. 

Some time with him I liv^d unknown^ 

Till I'd the hap so rare. 
To please this ypung ^pd gentle dafne. 

That baron's daughter fair. 

Ndw, Pereyy said the blushing niaid^ 

The truth I must reveal ; 
Soul^ great and ^eneious^ like to thine. 

Their noble deeds conceal. 

* Robert Stuart, dftkflf of Albapy. ^e the coptinuator 
of Fordun's Scptir(3|rpaicon, cap. 13> cap. 8S, &e. 

t imph Neville, first earl of Westmorelaad, y^hp diiefly 
resided at his two Castles of Brancepetby and Raby^ both in 
the bishoprick of Durham. 
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It happe&'d od a summer's day^ 
Led by the firagrant breeze^ 

I wander'd forth to take the air . 
Among the green-wood tree«. 

Sudden a band of rugged Scote^ 
That near in ajmbush lay. 

Moss-troopers from the bordernside^ 
There seiz-d me for their pr^» 



; ■ - 
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My shiieks had all been^i^eQliQ vi^a^ ', 

But heaven^ that saw my griefs - 
Brought this brave youth within my caU, 

Who flew to my relief. 

/ 
With nothing but hi^ hunting spea% : : 

And dagger ia his hand,. ; .'\ 
lit sprung like lightning on myipesy i'' 

And caua'd them 6oon to stand, ./ 

He fought, till more assistance came $;/ 
The Scots wete pverthrawn ; r? . ; 

Thus freed mc, captive, fromitheii: bands, - 
To make me more his own, .. ■./ 

O happy day ! the youth replied : 

Blest were tlie wounds I bare ! 
From that fond hour ^he deign'd to smile,^ .^ 

And listen to my prayer. 
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* ' 

And when she knew my name and birth. 

She vowed to be my bride ; 
But oh ! we fear'd, (alas, the while !) 

Her princely mother's prido : 

Sister of haughty Bolingbrokb,* 

Our house's ancient foe. 
To me I thought a banish'd wight 

Could ne'er such favor show. 

Despairing then to gain consent ; 

At lengdi to fly with me 
I won this lovely timorous maid ; 

To Scotland bound are we. 

I 

This evening, as the night drew on, 

Fearing' we were pursu'd. 
We turn'd adown the right-hand path. 

And gain'd this lonely wood : 

Then lighting from our weary steeds 

To shun the pelting shower. 
We met thy kind conducting hand. 

And reaeh'd this friendly bower. 



* Joan, Cquntess of Westmoreland, mother of the youn^ 
lady, was daughter of John of Gaunt, and half-sister of King 
Henry IV. 



4.1 
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How test 76. both^ the Hermit «aid i 
Awhile yoi^ caxes forego : 

N(Nr^ la^^ scpm my humble bed ; 
WeHl pass the night ti^low, * 



FIT THE SECOND. 



Lovely smiled the blushing mom^ 

And every storm was fled : 
But lovelier far, with sweeter smile^ 

Fair Eleanor left her ted. 

She found her Hbnky all alone, 
And cheer'd him with her sight ; 

The youth consulting with his JEriend 
Had watch'd the livelong night. 

* Adjoining to the cliflT, which contains thoChapel of the 
Hermitage, are the remains of a small. building, in which 
the Hermit dwelt. This consisted of one lower apartment, 
«rith a little bedchamber over it, . and is now in ruins : 
whereas the Chapel, cut in the solid roek, is still very iatire 
and perfect. ' ■ * 
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Vfhft 3W€»t ^lii^ze o'erpowiemd her breast ! 

Her cheek what Uushes dyed 1 
When fondly he besought her there 
- To yiel4 to be his bride. 

Within this lonely henQitage 

There is a chapel meet : 
Then grant, dev maid, my fond retjuest. 

And make my blisis complete. 

O Hbnry ! when thou deign'st to sue. 

Can I thy suit withstand ? 
When thou, lov'd youth, hast won my heart. 

Can I refuse my hand ? . , 



"^ ^v*. 



For tho^ I left a father's smiles, . 

And mother*^ tender care ; 
And whether weal or woe betide. 

Thy lot I mean to share. 

And wilt thou then, O generous maid. 
Such matchless favour show, • 

To share with me, a banish'd wight, 
My p«ri), pain, or woe ? 

Now heaven, I trust, hath joys in store 
To crown thy constant breast 3 

For, )cii|0w, fond hope assures my heart 
That we shall soon be blest. 



;i 
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Not fiyr fr«n hence stands Coquet Isle,* 

Surrounded by the sea ; : 
There dwells a holy friar, well known 

To all thy friends and thee ; 

'Tis father Bemstrd, so rever*d 

For every worthy deed ; 
To Raby castle he shall go. 

And foi^us kindly plead. 

To fetch this good and holy man 

Our reverend host is gone ; 
And soon, I trust, his pious hands 

Will join us both in one. 

Thus they in sweet and tender talk 

The lingering hours beguile : 
At length they see the hoaiy sage 

Come from the neighbouring isle. 

With pious joy and wonder mix'd 

He greets the noble pair. 
And glad consents to join their handsi 

With many a fervent prayer 

♦ In the Tittle Island of Coquet, near Warkwprth, are still 
seen the ruins of a Cell, which belonged to the Benedictine 
monks of Tinemoutlf-Abbey. 
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Then straight tp ^by's /distant ^b . * 
He kindly wends hji| wayrj . • ^ 

Mean-time in love aodiclalli^ee sweet' 
They spend the livelong day. «>- 

And now attend^ by their host, . » 

The Hermitage they yiew'd, 
Deep-l\ewn withinja craggy clifl^ 

And (iver-lfung wijth wood, .-..'. 

And near a flight of shapely steps. 

All cut with nicest skill. 
And piecing thro' a stony arch 
^ Ran winding up the hill. 

There deok'd with V^slUj a flower, and herb 

His little garden' stands ; 
With fruitful trees in shady rows. 

All planted by his hands; • 

v. 

Then) scoop'd; within the. solid rock,. 

Three sacred van|lts ha shows ; ' 
The chief, a chapel i^^ly arch'd. 

On branching columns rose. 

£ach proper omament was there, 
Hiat should a cteipel grace ; . ; 

The lattice for confession fram'd 
And holy-water vase. 
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0'«f '^thfei^'dobr a sacred text 

Invites to godly fear ; ' 
AikMh ft little sctftehon hung 

The^jross^ and etowh^ and spear. 

Up to the altar's ample bre£idth 

Two easy steps ascend ; 
And near a glimmering solemn light 

Two welli-wrought wihdiivirs lentf. 

Beside the altar cose a tcwb 

All in the living stone ; 
On which a young and foeauteoui maid 

In goodly sculpture shpne. 

A kneeling Angel hiAj carvM 
Lean'd hovering o'er her breast ; 

A weeping wttrrittr at her feet j 
And near to these het crest."^ 

The cliff, the vault, but chief tilie tcMftfb, 
Attract the wondering pair : 

Eager thqr tefc^ What hapless ^dame ^ 
Lies sculptured here so Me ? 



* This is a lull's Head, tike crest of the Widdiineton 
family. All the Figures, ^. her^ described are^lifi visPble, 
only somewhat effaced with Ifnglii c^tima. v . 
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The Hermit digh'd^ the Hennit wepf^ 

For sorrow scarce could speak : 
At length he wip'd the tricUfing teai^ 

That all bedeVd his cheek t 

Alas ! my children^ human life 

Is but a vale of woe ; 
And very mournful is the tale^ 

Which ye so fain would'ktiow. 



THE HERMIT'S TALE. 

Young lord^ ihy grandsire had a friend 

In days of youthful fame ; 
Yon distant hills were his domains ; 

Sir BERTftAM was his name* 

Where'er the noble Perot fou^t 

His friend Was at his inde ; 
And many a skirmish with the Scot^' 

Tlieir early valor tried. 

Young Bertram lov'd a beauteous maidj 

As feir a|i fair might hey 
4ne ^ew-drc^ on Ae lily's cheek 

Was not so ftnrns she. 
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J 

Fi(ir AYiddriifgto^ the iD^en's.oaode^ , 
Yon tow'rs her, dwelling place ;^ . 

Her sire an old NorthvmWian chief 
Devoted to thy race. 

Many a lord^ and many a knight, < 

To this fair damsel came ; 
But Bertram was her only choice \^ , ; ' 

For him she felt a flame. 

Lord Percy pleaded for his friend, 

» 

Her father soon consents ; 
None but the beauteous maid herself 
His wishes now prevents. > 

But she with studied fond delays 

Defers the blissful hour; 
And loves to try his constancy. 

And prove her maiden poWer. 

That heirt, she said, is lightly priz*d. 

Which is too lightly won ; 
And long shall rue that easy maid 

Who yields her love too soon* 

■ . / . 

V 

Lord Percy made a solemn fea«t r ' 

In Alnwick's princely hall: 
And there came lords, and there came knights^ 

His chiefs and barons all. 

» 

* Widdrington castle-is about five miles south of Wdirk* 
worth. 



"N 
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With wassel^ miitb^ and revelry 

The Castle rung around : 
Lord Percy call'd for song and harp^ 

And pipes of martial sound. 

The minstrels of thy noble house 

All clad in robes of blue. 
With silver crescents on their arms 

Attend in order due. 

The great achievements of thy race * - 

They sung : their high command : 

^^ How valiant Mainfred o'er the sea^ 
'* First led his northern band.* 

^^ ft*ave Galfred next to Nprmandy 

^^ With venturous Rollo came ; 
^^ And from his Norman castles won, 

" Assum'd the Percy name, f 

They sung, how in the Conqueror's fleet 
^^ Lord William shipped his powers, , 

^* And gain'd a fair young Saxon bride, - 
" With all her lands and towers. J 

♦ ■ '4 

* See DugdaleVBaronetage, pagfc «09, &c. 

+ In Lower Nprmalidy are three Places of the name of 
Perc^: wheiice the family took the. 8uraaiiie.Jof«D9 Percy 

j: WUIiain de Percy, (fifth in descent from Galfred, 
or Geffery de Percy, son of Mainfred) assisted in th* 
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*^ Then journeying to the Holy Land, 
" There bravefy fought add died : 

^ But first the silver Crescent Wdn, 
** Some Pafynim Soldan's pride, 

^^ They sung, how Agnes^ beauteoiis heir, 
^* The queen's own brother Wed, 

'^ Lord Josceline, sprung from Cbarleolagne, 
** In princely Brabant bred-* 

•* How he the Percy name reviv'd, 

*^ Atid how his noble line 
" Still foremost in their country's cause, 

" With godlike ardour shine/' 

conquest of England, and had given him the lai^e possef- 
tions in Yorkshire, of Emma de Porte, (so the Norman 
writers name her) whose father, a great Saxon lord, had 
been slain fighting along with Harold. This yonng lady, 
William, from a principle of hononr and generosity, mar- 
ried : for haying had all her lands bestowed upon him by 
thei Conqueror, " he, (to use the words of the old Whitby 
" Chronicle) wedded hyr that was very heire to them, in 
*' discharging of his conscience." See Harl. MSS. 692. (26.) 
— He died at Momitjoy,near Jerusafem,in the first Cru^e. 
* Agnes de Percy, sole heiress of her house, married 
Josceline de Louvaine, youngest son of Godfrey Barbatus, 
duke of Brabant, and brother of queen Adelizas secoal^l^ife 
of king fienry I. He took the name of Percy > ^d was 
ancestor of the earls of Northumberland. His son. Jprd 
Richard de Percy, was one of the twenty-six jparoiu, 
chosen to see the Magna Charta diily ^si^tted.'~ ^ ^ 



With IcMdjibcIiltts the listening crowd ^ i 
Applaud-theimaster's 80Dg^ ' :if,i'^ - 

And deed^Kif arms, and. war became ./..'r 

• ■ ' ■'/ i 

The theinc: of every: tongue. . ,i 

\ 

Now Wgh heroic acts thfey tell, . 

^Their perils past recall : . ** * 

W^)^ lo U A damsel, j^oung.and fialr, 
Stepp'd forward thn/ the hhlL ; 



She Bertram coarteotisly addressed } 
And kneeling on her knee 

Sir knight, the- lady of thy lore 
Hath sent Ais gift to thee. . 



• ^* 



< / 



' iTiep ifprth she drew a glitteringhelm,. 
>i.. >y.?^l7PM«4 many a fold, . " ; 

, ^Xh? casque iWas wrought of temper'd steel, •> 
w . ( The oreat of humisbM gold. 



''MM* 'tM J. 



Sfr1di^hf,'thy lady sends thee this, 
'\ And yield^ to be thy bride, 

. i^«?^ t^ift, h^t prov'd tl^ maiden gift 
\. , , . Whi^^^sbavp^t blows are tried. .. / 

- Yomng^Bertrkn^ todr the i^hining helm 
' And Aitibe'he kiss'd the same : 
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hoii i?eircy and his bafofas bolli. 

Then fix U^n a dky 
To scour the Ibarches, lale opj^teist^ 

And Scottish wrtehgs repA^. 

The knights assembled oh thlie hllb 
A thousand horse or more : 

Brave Wiidrtngtoii, tho' sunk in yisjts, 
The I^ercy-standard bore. 

Tweed^s limpid current soon they piss. 
And range tne ooriets round : 

Down the green glopds oiFllvJotdale 
Their bugle-hbms resound. 



Aswh^A'ilTonihli&^en 
Hath heard the hiin%i^ cHfei, 

And rueii'^^ forth tb^eet tiis ^Kks, 
So did tfee Doiifetes rfee. 



'.) t>. 



vr 



'■ I f \ * 



Attei^nt iki ilMi 'cfntef s HibtimmA - /i 
A thousaM WaWiiA v^tV * - 1 

Arid hoW Ae^tal Itldctr 'Af€!w i^-^'^^ •« 
Of ctttrtKefen^l«i«^ - ^ ^.. .nA 

A choien fificfp of^^otMft t**** ' ''^ 
Advanc^^fS^e^Ae rfet; '' -^ -^H 

And thu^*iyftir#wa««»* ^^^f^ 



/ 
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Now, Bertram, prove thy Lad/s lielm> 

Attack yon forward band ; 
Dead or alive, I'll reseue thee> 

Or perish by their hand. 

Young Bertram boVd> wkh glad aasen^ 

And spurrM his eager steed. 
And calling on hit Lady's name. 

Rushed fidrth with wfairlwmd speed. 

As when a grove of saplhig oaks 

The livid lightning rends ; 
So fiercely /ndd the oppoising ranks 

Sir Bertram^s sword descends. 

mJs way and that he drives the steel. 

And keenly pierces thro* ; 
And many a tall and comely knight 

With furious force he riiew. 

Now cik|si9[tg fest OQ eveary side 

They hem Sir Bertvafli round ) 
But daundess lie ff peis di^if ragie^ 

And deal»4or<ii jnaay k wound. 

The yag&m of bit single ai^i. ^ 

Had weS-nii^ wron tbs &M | 
W||»pen^rou8 feU « Scottish 9»f 

Andc^e^4u«-lj^abi^ ^ 
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Another blow his temple took. 
And reft his helm in twain : 

That beauteous helm, his Laijy's gift ! ■•- 
- — His blood bedewed the plain. 

^Lord Percy saw his .champion, fall 

Amid t|ie unequal fight; ; 
And now, my noble friends, he said, 
X*et's save this gallant knight.. , . 

Then rushing in^with stretch'd-out shield 

He o'er the warrior hung ; 
As some fierce eaglje spreads her ^isxg 

To guard her callow young. 

Three times they strove to seize tlieir prey. 
Three times they quick retire : 

What forqe could stand his furious strokes. 
Or meet his martial fire ? 

Now gathering round on every part. 

The battle ragM amain ; 
And many a lady wept her lord . ,j 

That hour untimely slaip. 

Percy and Douglas, great in arms. 
There all their courage show'd ; 

And all the field was strew'd with dead, 
And all with crimson.^w^d. , . 
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At length the glory of the day 

The Scots reluctant yield, 
"And, after wondrous valour shewn. 
They slowly quit the field. 

All pale extended on their shields. 

And Weltering in his gore. 
Lord Percey^s knights their hleeding friend 

To Wark's fair castle * bore. 

Well hast thou eam'd my daughter's love. 

Her father kindly said 5 
And she herself shall dress thy wounds,' 

And tend thee in thy bed. 

A message went, no daughter came 5 
Fair Isabel ne'er appears : 
. Beshrew me, said the aged chief. 
Young maidens have their fears. 

Cheer tip, my son, thoii-«iialt her see ^ 

So sooii as thou cans*tride ; 
And'she «hair mine thee in her bower,- 

And she shall be thy bride. 

Sir Bertram at her name reviv'd. 
He blessM ihe toothing voimd $'■ ■■ 

Y06A Kbpc suppKed^ the 'Nurse's' care, -'" ' 
And heftl\l^:^llaslly w6tind; • 

* Wark castle, a fortress belonging to the English , 
and of great note in ancient times, stood on ^e southern 
banks of the River Tweed, a little to the east of TiTiotdale, 
and not far from Kebo. It is now entirely destroyed. 
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Vtt IHE THIRD, 



Onb earty tebrb^ ^kHAh ^eiij dtojpii 
Hung tretnblitig 6n the tree, 

^ Bertmm ftxm his sick-bed rMe^, 
His brid'e fate w0ahl gb^e, 

A brbdiet he had ih prime of yoiithji 

Of courage finn and keen^ 
And he would tend htiti oti^e wajr 

Because his wouktds were green^ 

All day o'er moss and moor they xodej 

By maiiy a looely tower ; 
And *%v{^ the dew-fall of the aig^t 

Ere they drew iiear her bower* 

Kf ost drear ai34 dark the castle aeemMi 
That wont to 4bioe so bright; 

And long and loud Sit Bertram i^UlM * 
Ere he beheld a light, 

At length her aged «tn^ arose, 
With voice flo shriiU md blear ; 

^bat wight is this^ thai ealk^ iM^^ 
And Utooks so hMiy^Wl 
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"Tig Bertram p^ls, thy L^dy*^ Jcjyej, 

Come from his bed of c^re ; 
All dav rvfe ridden o'er moor aod moss^ 

To see thy I^y f^t. 

Now o[ut^ al^s ! (she loujdly shriek'd) 
Alas ! how may this be ? . 

_ ' * • 

For ^ix lon^ days are gone and past^ 
Since she set out to ]th(^. . 

Sa4 terror sei^'d 3ir Be^nt/ram's l^ea^ 

And ready was hi^ to fall ; 
When now the d^aw-bJTfJge wa«i let do^n^ 

And gates jyjcre open'4 al|. 

» 

Six days^ young knight^ are past and gqne^ 

Since she set out to thee ; 
And sure if no sad harm had happ'd 

Long since thpju would'st her^ee. 

For when ^be beajrd thy grievous chance. 

She tore her I^air, and cried, 
Ala^ i I've slain tl^e comeliest knight, 

AH thro' my folly and pride ! 

» 

And now to atone for my sad fault, 

And-his dear health regain, 
I'll go myself, and nurse my love, . 

And soothe his bed of pain. 
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Then moonted she her milk-white steed 
One mom at break of day; 

And two tall yeomen went widi her^ 
To guard her on the way. 

Sad terror smote Sir Bertram's breast, 
Apd grief o'erwhelm'd his mind : 

Trust me, said he, I ne'er will rest 
Till I thy lady find. 

That night he spent in sorrow and care ; 

And with sad boding heart. 
Or ever the dawning of the day 

His brother and he depart. 

Now, brother, we'll our ways divide. 
O'er Scottish hills to range : 

Do thou go north, and I'll go west; 
And all our dress we'll change. 

Some Scottish carle hath seiz'd my love. 

And borne her to his den : 
And ne'er will I tread English ground 
' '1*111 she is restored again. 

The brothers straight their paths divide. 
O'er Scottish hills to range ; 

And hide themselves in quaint disguise^ 
And oft their dress they change. 
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Sir Bertram clad in gown of gray. 

Most like a Palmer poor, 
To halls and castles wanders round^ 

And begs from door to door. 

Sometimes a Miristrel's garb he weari 
With pipes so sweet and shrill j 

And wends to every tower and town. 
O'er every dale and hill. 

One day as he sate under a thorn. 

All sunk in deep despair. 
An aged pilgrim pass'd him by. 

Who mark'd his face of care. 

All Minstrels yet that e'er I saw. 
Are full of game and glee ; 

But thou art sad and woe-begone ! . 
I marvel whence it be ! 

Father, I serve an aged lord 
Whose grief afflicts my mind 5 

His only child is stol'n away. 
And fain I would her find*. 

Cheer up, my son ; perchance (he said) 

Some tidings I may bear : 
For oft when human ho|)es have fail'd. 

Then heavenly comfort's near. 
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Bdnd jnMi hilky so sleep aBd Ugli, 
Ikmram a kyuff ^td, 

Thcie atandi a casde Ur and stnxi^ 
Far fiom th' abode of mau 

As late I diaiic'd to cniTe an alms 

About dns Cfeniog boar, 
MeAof^bt I beaid a haidfs race 

JjBaaaegamg in tbe toircr. 

And when I asL'd wbat hann bad bapp'd, 

Wbat Lady side d«ie bj ? 
Tbqr mdeljr diove me from tbe gate^ 

And bade me wend away. 

These tidings /caught Sir Bertram's ear^ 
He tbaok'd him foi his tale ; 

And soon be^hasted o'er tbe hills^ 
And soon be reacb'd the vale. 

Then drawing ^ear those lonely ifiiwej^ 
Which utood in dale so low^ 

And sitting dpWQ beside the gal;e. 
His pipes h^ ^g^ to blaw. 

Sir Porl^^ i^ Ay lorA at home 

To hear a JUlinstrel's song ? 
Or may 1 4J^^ve.a tocjgipg h^e. 

Without ^(licp.^w^wjflg? . 



-( 
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My lordy he sa^d^ is not at homo 

To hear a Minstrel's song $ 
And should I lend thee lodging here^ 

My life would QOt be long. 

He play'd again so sofit a strain^ , 
Such power sweet sounds imparl 

Jie won the churlish Porter's ear^ 
And mov'd his stubhom h^i^f 

Min9tn3l, he said^ thou play'st so swee^ 
Fair entrance thou should'st win ; 

But, alas ! Tm sworn upc^ the iiood 
To let no stianger in« 

I 

Yet^ Mixistrel, in yon rising cliff 
Thou'lt find a sheltering cave ; - 

And here thou shalt my supper ehsne^ 
And there thy lodging have. 

All day he sits beside the gate. 

And pipes both loud and clear : 
All night he watches round the wall% 

In hopes his kwe to hear. 

The first night, as he silent watch*d, ' 

All at the midnight jiour. 
He plainly heard his Ladj^'s vpicc^ 

LmeQtiqg in the tower, 



\\ 
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The second mgfat tbe mooo shone dear. 
And gilt the spangled dew ; 

He air his Lady tfaiD* the grate. 
But 'twas a transient view. 



The third night wearied oat he slept 
Tm near the morning tide ; : 

When^starting up, he sdz'd his sword, - 
And to die casde hied.' 

When, lo ! he saw a ladder of rc^>e8 

Depending from the wall ; 
And o'er the mote was newly laid 

A poplar strong and tall. 

And soon he saw his love descend. 

Wrapt in a tartan plaid ; 
Assisted by a sturdy youth 

In highland garb y-clad, 

Amaz'd, confounded at the sight. 

He lay unseen and still ; 
And soon he saw them cross the stream. 

And mount the neighbouring^liill. 
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Unheard, unknown pf aU within, ^ 
The youthful couple fly. . yi- 

But what can 'scape the Ipver'sr ken ?^\ 
Or shun his piercing eye ? 



.0l4D BAIXAt)?. fi^ 

With silent step he foUows'close 

Behind the flying pair^ 
And saw her hang upon his arm 

With fond familiar air. 

Thanks, gentle youth, she often said 5 ; 

My thanks thou well hast won : - 
For me what wiles hast thou .contrived ? - 

For me what dangers run? i 

And ever shall my grateful heart 

Thy services repay : — ^ 

Sir Bertram would no farther, hear, r 

But cried. Vile traitor, stay ! 

Vile traitor, yield that lady up I 

And quick. his sword he drew : 
•The stranger turn'd in sudden rage. 

And at Sir Bertram flew. 

With mortal hate their vigourous arms 

Gave many a vengeful blow : 
But Bertram^s stronger hand prevaiil'd, . 

And laid the stronger low. 

Die, traitor, die ! —A deadly thrust 

Attends each fiirious word. 
Ah ! then fair Isabel knew his voice, 

AndTush'd beneath his sword. 
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O stop^ Ait cried; O stop thy ami ! 

Thou dost thy biiother sfaty!— 
And hei^ the Herndit ^sM, tad wept : 

His tongue no nxott could say: 

At length he crfed. Ye k)?eljr pair. 

How shall I tell the rest ?~ 
Tlict I eoiilj stop my piercing swoidi^ ^ 

It fell, and stakb'd ^r breast. 

Wert thou thyseSf that Imi^ess youth? 

Ah ! cruel &te 1 ^y sud. 
Tlie Hermit wept, and so did tliey : 

TheysigVdj he hung his head. 

blind and jealous rage, he cried. 
What evils from thee 1hw\ 

The H^nnft paus'd ; ifaey riknt moumM i 
He wept, afnd <hey we*e Woe. 

Ah 1 when I hearfl my brother's nai^e, 
\^ad saw pay lady bleed, 

1 taVd, I'wept, I ci»st my" arm, \ * ' 

That wrought the Iktkl deed: 

In vain I clasp^S her .to my Breast, 
And -clos'4 the ^lastly wound ^ 

In vain I press'il bis bleeding \c<^[i3e^,—*^ 
And rais'd it Itom the groimi^v •. *'' 
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My BroHid'^ alas ! spake Ht^^t more } 

Hb pfeii^ious life wad flown. 
She Kindly shoVe to sooUie my paiii> 

Regardlesii of her own. 

fierti^^ she said^ be cbmfort^^ 

And live to thihk on Hie : 
May we ih heaten that tihSdh "ptiM, 

Which heW was tiot to b6 ! 

3ertratici^ she Md, I still Was t)r^ \ 
Thou only haidst my h^rt: : ' 

May ^ h^eafter ttK^t ia hiisft t 
W6 n&^, alas 1 mast part. 



For thee I left lAy I^^ther's hatt^ 

And flew to «iy relief 5 
When^foi he^r Cheviot's fetal tiilfe^ 

I met a Scottish chief. 



!*■ 



Lord M^cotm^'son^ whosfe "proff^^A 1d^ 

I had refused with iscdtti ; . 
He slew iny go^As, «tnd se?tM dH mt. 

Upon that fiitkl morn : « ' 

»And in th^se AxdBiYf tatei (waH0> > >. . i 

He kept infe 'ckfe6 wnfin'd : ', 

And fondly t\J^% aWd wma\ffw$9^% .-,[ 

To win'lefc!to1?}ii'ffl|tti* . . ba^. 
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Eadi fioDg man iaertsokd mj ftim^ ^ . 

Each nigbt incicas'd my feu*; 
When wandrriog in tins wstlicm p ^by 

TI7 Irocber foandme here. 



He qoiddy fimn'd diis Ixsnie dnigpi 
To set me, aqpd¥ey finee ; 

And on the moor his hoises wai^ 
Tied to a ndghboadng tree. 



J . 
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.Then haste^ m j lo^e, cscaqpe am^. 

And for thyself {KOfide ; 
And sometimes loncUy diink on her ; .Ji 

Who should have been thy brides 

nas pouring comfort on my sool^ ] 

Even with her latest bceath. 
She gaye.one parting |6nd embmce, r l:'1 

And closed her eyes in death* . , : . rr 

fI|L!Wpd amaze, in speechless vrocj • : v- il 

Devoid of sense! lay: 
T\ien sudden all, in.firantic mood 

I meant myself to slay : 



- - > J. -...^ . 



And rising up in furious h^ste '• - -^ 

I seiz'd the bloody brand :* 
A sturdy arm here interposed, ^ ? 

And wrcnch'd it from my b«nd.> *- :t 

♦ i, •• fword. 
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A cTOwA, that from the castle came^ 
Had missM their lovely ward j 

And seizing me to prison bore^ * 

And deep in dungeon barred. ^ 

It chanc'd that on that very mom 
Their chief was prisoner ta'en ; 

Lord Percy had us soen exdhang^d^ 
And strove to ispothe my pdn. 

And soon tboBe h<«u)ur'd deiur remains 

To England were convey'd ; 
And there within their silent tombs^ \" 

With holy rites were laid. . 

For m^ I loathed my wretched Ufe^ 

And long to end it thooi^t; 
'Till time^ and booki^ and holy men 

Had bett» counsels tauj^* 

They rais'd my heeot to that fwre sourc% 
Whence heavenly comfort fkm^i 

They taught me to despise the wo^Wy .t,^ 
And calmly bear its> woes* 



^ 






i ■ ' . ' 



No more the ^t^iAhfijaD^^ 

Vain hope^ and.ford^^^^f'l^ • 
I meekly vQw'd to ^5^fflJ,ii«^ -.,,.. y,^ 

In pemtwWkW»4»Wf«f^i..iiurL ili S. 

YOU IV* 
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The bold Sir Bertram now no more^ 
Impetuous, haughty, wild ; 

But poor and humble Benedict^ . . 
Now lowly, patient, mild ; . , ) . 

My lands I gave to feed the pocnr. 
And sacred altars raise ; . 

And here n lonely Anchoret ' 

I came to end my days. i 

This sweet sequestered vale I chose, - 
These rocks, and hanging grove ; 

For oft beside that murmuring stream • 
My love was wont to rovfe, • 

My noble Friend approved my choice ^'-^ 
This blest retreat he gave ; 

And here I carved her beauteous form, .- 
And scoop'd this holy cave. 

Full fifty winters, all forlorn. 
My life Fve lingered here ; 

And daily o'er this iscutptur^d saint, 
I drop the pensive tear. 



And thou, dear brother of my heart/ 

So faithful and so true, ' 
The sad i^mctoibr&nce of thy fate ' 

Still makes myboiom rue. ' i 



\ - 
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Yet not UDpitied pass'd my life. 

Forsaken, or forgot. 
The Percy and his noble sonSs « • 

Would grace my lowly cot. 

Oft the great Earl from toils of state. 

And cumb'rous pomp of power. 
Would gladly seek nty little cell. 

To spend the trtinqoil hour. 

But lengdi of life is length of woe, 

I liv'd ta monni his fall : 
I liv'd to mourn his godlike sons, - 

And Mends and foUowers-dL' - . ;!. 

v 

But thoti* th^' honours :of thy: race,' 

Lov'd youth, shalt now restore ; 
And raise again the Percy name 

More glorious than before* . 

He ceas'd, and on the lovely pair 

His choicest blessings laid : 
While they with thanks and pitying tears 

His mournful tale repaid. 

And now what present course to t&ike. 

They ask the good old sire 5 
And guided'by his sage advice, 

To Scotland they retire. 
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Mean-tfme their suit such favour found 

At Raby^s stately hall. 
Earl Neville, and fe^ {urinoely spouse. 

Now gladiy pardoti all. 



She suppliant at ber nephew's^ thrane^ 

The royal graea implored s 
To all the honours ai his race 

The Percy wMTe$tor'd. 

The youthful £tr1 stiR mexesnimort 
Admir'd his beauteous dame : 

Nine no|)le -sons to him she^ hQj^, . > 
AU wodAy^^ of their name. . 



% » .--J 



A .-•>; 



! J 



^Mm^^l^- .AnaoHU 



* • 



.:.«;. 



i- * 



♦" > 



?» 



I 

■ 1 



'. c 



f i 



* '. '•* 



' I 






• '■■•-•.<■ ; 



OLD BALLA]>Si i9i 



s 



THE DEA.TH.SONG OF RAGNAR LODBRACH^ 

or Lodbrog^ Idng of Denmark ; 

Translated from the Latin of Olaus WormiliSyby Hugh 

Downman. . 

[Bp. Percy, p^btii^ed the original and a prose traanlation of 
this Song in 1763. See his Fiye Pieces of Am^c Poetry.] 

Ragnar LoDBBUtfiar flourished in the dghth ce^ltttkry, and 

by his naval expeditions rendered himself tti^i-terror of 

the northern parts of Europe. ' After having carried on 

his depredations .with, success for ns^y years, he was at 

length taken prisoner by Ella, king of Northumberland, 

whose coasts he had invaded, and put to death by him, 

being (as was reported) cast into a dungeon fufi of ser? 

pents. His melancholy fate stimulated bis- son Ivar to 

revenge it; and od this occasion the famous standard of 

the Raven is said to have been embroidered by his sisters, 

and consecrated with such magic rites as insured victory 

to those before whom it was borne. Under this standard 

Ivar made a descent on the territories of Ella, fought 

with, vanquished, and put him to death in his turif. 

This poem is preserved by Olaus Wormius, in his treatise De 

) UtetatarA^ R4inied. i^ile the frequent return of the 

. lamtt inuiigief' uA e^ gpit ss i'o nS shews tibe author's ignorance 

u •Ctlbei mnen ruiea of composition, he exhitflU a sjickries 6f^ 

san^fL groBl^ieM, a.fiefpee and w^ kind of stilAh^t jr, ienS 

a noble contempt of danger and death. 
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An account of the original Ranic, and particular construe- 
^ tion of the verse, the harmony of which did not depend 
on rhime, but on the number of corresponding syllables^ 
and disposition of letters, maybe seen in Olaus Wormius's 
Appendix. The reader is referred, likewise, to Dr. Blair's 
Critical Dissertation on the Pjoenis of Ossian. If fprno 
other reason,.this Epicedium is valuable, as it, doubtlMy 
affords a livdy picture of the manners and sentiment?; pf 
the northern nations. ^ 

. W ITH our sword's resistless mighty 
We have thinn'd the ranks of fight. 
In early iife, his volum'd train' ' 

The crested serpent roll'd in vain, 
Thora's charms^ the matchless, prize j 
Gothland saw my fame arise. ^ 
Thronging crowds the monster scan. 
Shouts applausive hail me Man. 
AJl his fierceness prompt to try, 
Tb« shaggy vestment cloth'd my thigh : 
Soon transpierced, in death he lay. 

My fiilchion smote for splendid pay. 

.■ ,' . ... ■ • 

Still 'a youth, we steer our course,* 
T'ward the morning's dlistant source } 



/i. 



.'f .-.- 



» From this exploit, Ragnar obtained his surname of Ldd- 
brach, or Hairy-breeches. For the ki^ of Gothland havmg 
promised his daughter Thora to the man who should IdHa 
vast serpent which wasted the country, Bagnar undertook 
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Thirough the vast Oreonic flood . .' 

Torretits run of' crimson blood. 
The y^Uow-footed bird we feast^ . ^ 
Plenty fills the ravenous beast. 

• , » . • • ' ■ ' ••• 

the enterprise, and dressiilg himself iii the skihs of beasts, 

with the hairy side outermost, threw water over them i the 
cold, to which he purposely exposed him^df, forming round 
him a suit (as it were) of frozen arinonr. He met the ser- 
pent, whose teeth had no effect on this impenetrable mail, 
fixed him to the ground with his spear, and ripping him up 
with his sword, tore out his heart. After the vic^ry the 
king presented him his daughter, and, on account of his 
rough dress, gave him the name aboye mentioned, bj i^hich 
he y/as from that time distinguished. j^ 

Olaus Magnus relates this adventure, but says, he fought 
with, and killed two snakes. That the king had taken them 
when yoimg,and bred them up as a guard for his^daughter ; 
but as they increased in size they became a public terror, 
and poisoned the country. , . : .• 

^ Such is the fabulous beginning attribute4 ^y ^fd* ^^ 
historians to the actions of Ragnar Lodtmcli. §iidh a hero 
could not first'ap^^r 'bb ihe ^tage itiii&iii^ffi^ok way. St. 
George and the Dragon, and Hetouies stfaltgliuq; t#o'snakes, 
while in his cradle, natorally arise in the miiid.' '!Ii^ more 
obscure and early ages, the romantic hath alw^j^be^n mixed 
with the true.— -The subfb^uentadyentures of Ragnar seem, 
however, better jfouhidea, and carry no mark^ of fable till 
w^ come to the Ifist scene, when the manner of his 4eath is 
as wonderful and incrediMe aiilns falrst appearance.' 

According to Olj&ns'Wonnius, every stahza began wrth the 

words 
'•' '' 'Pngnavhnus ensibns - ~ 

We have fought with swords. 
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Our steelHstruck helms sublime reaoimdy 
The sea is all one bleeding wound. 
Our foes lie weltering on the shore^ 
' Deep the raven wades in gore, 

Crown'd with twenty rollihg years, 
High we raise our glittering spear$, - 
And deedi of glorious worth display. 
Wherever shines the lamp of day. 
Still we the trembling east appal, 
Eight mighty chiefs at Dimen fell. 
We scorn with mean and piggard food. 
To treat the generous, eagle brbpd. 
The wound its ruddy sweat distils, 
The gaping ocean carnage fiUs, 
Their host is struck with dire dismay. 
Its strength of years dissolves away. 

War and death terrific lower 
Whch tV Helslngians, brave our powet : 
We urge thfjm down the gloomy road, 
Th^y thrqng t'ward Odin's dark abode^ > 
The Vistula beheld pur course, -^ 

Our riavy stem its rapid force. 
The biting sword descended steep, ^ 
One wound extensive glow'd the deep:. 
Its shores the reeHiog current di^d^ . 
Our falchions mock'd their armour's ^(]|. 
With echoing voices roar'd amain, ^ >;\ 

^ And cleft their ^stubborn i^tuejds>,iat^ii^ - 
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No mmor droop'd^ no warrior fled. 
Till on the deck Heraudus bled. 
A braver chief, to distant lands 
Ne'er guided bis victorious bands 
Ne'er beheld a chief more. brave - 

His ships of battle plough the wave. 
His art impell'd by conscious might. 
With eager transport fought the fight. 

Their shields aside each warrior threw j 

The spear on rapid pinion flew 

Heroes its deadly speed tonfest. 

It quiver'd in the dauntless breast. - 

With hunger ke^n the trenchant sword 

Wide the Scarfian rocks ehgor*d. 

His shield became 6f purple grain 

E'er Rafno fell, the king of men. 

From every helpi-encircled crown. 

The blood warm sweat in streams ran down. 

Round th' Indirian isles that day 
The crows were surfeited with prey. 
There the wild beast inglutted stood. 
For plenteous was the feast of blood. 
All fought as one, no single name ; 

Claim'd the dlstinguish'd mark of fame. 
WKen first appeared da/s fhming star, 
I saw the piercing darts of war. 
The barbed aiTows took theijr ffi^ 
When first he ^treak'd iStta east with I%iit. ' 
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Our swords loud-bellow'd o'er tbc slain - 
Till Eislin fell on Lane6*s plain. 
Thence enrich'd with golden spoil^ 
War to our routed foemen's soil 
We bring : where helmets throng'd the field 
The falchion cut the pictured shield ; 
Their necks deep-pierc'd, with must abound^ 
It flows their cloven brains around. 

Drcnch'd in blood our shields we rear. 

The oil of blood anoints our sipcar. ^ 

In tlie Boringholmian bay 

Making its quick tempestuous way. 

The cloud of darts was onward borne, i 

Our targets were in sunder torn. 

The bows their iron shower expel, 

In the fierce conflict Volnir fell. 

No king on earth could him exceed, . r 

In valour and heroic deed* i 

Wide o'er the land the slaughtered lay, - . .1 

The howling beasts embraced their prey. • r 



r 



The battle rag'd with heightened lust. 
E'er princely Freyer bit the dust. 
His breast plate's golden mail of yore - 
The hard blue sword, insteep'd in gore^^ 
Conflicting with our warrior host, . • 
Had hewn upon the Flandrian coaist. ] 
The virgin struck with woe appears 
When she that morning's carnage hean. 
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A copioias banquet we had given 

To the fierce wolf, and birds of heaven. ; 

Gasping in death these eyfes survey'd, ^ 

An hundred times an hundred laid. 

In haste we sail'd, a dreadful band. 

To combat on iEnglane's land : ' 

Bix ibllowing days the rising sun 

Beheld the strife of swords begun. 

And six succeeding evenings close. 

Till prostrate fall our vanquished foes, 

Urg'd by our steel to sink in sight, 

Valdiofur confessed its might. 

. .* 

The rain of blood our falchions pour. 
It smokes on Bardafyrdea's shore. 
Doom'd to the hawks a pallid crowd. 
The murmuring string was twanged atotid. 
Then where in Odin's deathful fight \ 
The greedy sword, \dth e^g^r bite, 
Devoui^dthe cu!rass> there the bow. 
The ca^t[ue, the morion, swiftly flo^^ 
The bow with poison sharp to wound^ 
With sanguine sWeat besprinkled round. 

The sport of war intEnito try, .. * f ' 

We rek^liMir -magic shields-cni^. high. 1 : ; > - »' 
In HiadaingiaW echoing bay -s '■- • .. / ' 
First begamitH^hmioplay. . . . i {i:>f " 
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The vengeful swords whirl'd o*er the mtLin ■ 
Their strong-knit bucklers tear in twain ; 
With mingled clash our arms resound, 
The helms of men -to dust are ground; 
Not with more transport by his side 
The lover clasps his beauteous bride. 

The thick-rais'd storm our shields defy ; 
In Northumbria's land they lie. 
Their gory carcases bestrew 
The soil, and taint the morning dew, 
Routed they fled with wild dismay. 
Their boasted warriors dar'd nor stay, 
Wliere the sword with grim delight 
Their helmets polish'd plains would bite. 
The genial bed such rapture warms. 
Blest with the youthful widow's charms. 

Herthiofe escap'd our force. 
And widely sped his prosperous course^ 
Where with rude rocks against the skies 
The southern Orcades arise. 
While he who gave us, to display,^ 
And shine in victory's bright array, 
Rogvald, our glory and our pride,: . 
Compeird. by -fate's Htm mand^te> diodL - . v 
' Plung'd in the stomi of ardots he fell ; ; ' 
Then moiurn'd the hawks.with shrieking yell. 



Tbe i«f ia vsan ^^marrac 'tiirouc im ."rcruird. 
TbftiBsvVrViGL woi aininini;:itfi smuu. 
Host -tLtsn ^au gmffimr iiuurrtr : iir*.. 
SctTTil inti s3iuti5Pi ciunm" L i-tttm.. 
While iKTft Tc ^numL. -ti Svuttruim! ^ 'tuuuL 

THus. SK'j' .^lum laiii, -ttut urn- swvtat 
rui uu'j;;i^ ITT*!- c tu* v'iiwL'.tifjr siiew> 

TTic imaLT— iiun* cuuaec uf -ji-'jiOtn i-iit-. 
(Dn icr. v'll iiiuri .i:r i^'tt i jvl :4.i;«: 

T!uKr* jniarui: c 'tut rAitp wVr*, «2tjger l-cij'' 

Til* '.riius'.iv t isj^.. \*\. *. .' h?: 'cyjikfri 

Tin imjx'f v'ffcl tUKiOur ykir t^ilr in-u^U, 
Xic ijrtjrf til* suf*- ai^jjfv^/'h of cal^L '. 
"Hit TUtiujpr 'J? G»2ar:f- *:ii^.* V/y.//i wiiji/i,. 

Hff -erf: oepiuf*s tii'ih !a<;kk steU". 
WJ» tirv^r ^i^^ ':i.»? ff^wL^- // fit* 
liur't in tiK f4ifr:i.tt o* ?^J:i^ l.-i^.* 
Tlie iiniiL *Airit u'jvr-ft f,#:;4:r. 
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Thrown to the wolves ; th' EndiHan flood i 
For seven whole days was stain'd whh Mood. 
So looks the wine our handmaids bear^ 
Died deep the impurpled ships appear. 
The falchion raging mid th' alarms. 
And hoarse tumultuous din of armt, 
Gash'd many a mailed cuirass bright. 
In SciolduBgia's fatal fight. 

I saw thi wicbw's darling joy, ■ » 

I saw the >drgin's fair-ha]r*d boy, : 

Saw them in morning beauty gay. 

Saw set in death liieir youtbfiii: iay« 

Warm with many a glowing stream, 

Ila's ruddy biUows gleam, .. .; <./; 

As by circling nymphfe supplied^ ' 

The fervid bath, in copious tidcj " . . v 

From th^ vine's, nectareous hoard. 

Floats abound: the. social board. 

£'er Om explr'd, with frequent strdce, 

I saw his blopd^'-stainf'd 'buckler bioke j; 

By stroi^'iiecessity.contrprd. 

Inverted life fdrsakes^e bold. .... 
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The game of slaughtering swords, we haste. 
Where Lind frowns o'er the watery wasle, ^ 
With three contending kings to try 5 ■ .'. 
How few escape X rejoic'd to fly ! 
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The wild beasts gnarring throng the strand; 
The hawk and wolf commingled standi ' 
Tear them with goading hunger's fire, 
Nor till with carnage cramm'^d, retire. 
While /fierce we smote, th' Hybemian's blood. 
With copious torrents swell'd the flood. 

The steel's sharp fang, and bite severe 

The buckler prov'd ; the whizzing spear, ' 

Speeding to its direction true. 

The breast-plate chased of golden hue. 

On ugs will mark for maoy^ an age 

The traces of that l^attle's rage. 

There marchM the kings with eager fef t 

Intent the sport of sworcfe to meet. ' 

The crimson'd isle, on all its coast 

Saw the red foaming billows tost. 

Or from the desperate fight rebounds, 

A flying dragon full of wounds. 

The brave with aidour yield their breath, . v 
Nor heed the sure 'approach of death ; 
The thought of death their bosom warms " 
They meet it in the storm of arms^ 
He oft deplores this fickle state. 
Who never dar'd the frowns of fate.' 
Lur'd by the cheek of pallid fear 
The joyfiil^eagle hovers near. 
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The CQWMd;itofhiBMdf » peat^^s :.U oai tdl 
Forbids the shield' Id jgiiad':U»livifeM^ at 

Thb I estafeli^ just^a^^ ;^ , ^.j-A* ^tf 

l^aVlHWiP«W;<P'f*59§sitS|;^ »iad ^dT 
Youth agaittsjt yojith, vj?ilhi<ery^rttJi€iti,0 aI 
Should rush, ^nor man i^opi man fietr§||«> o>l 
Long time was tjiiis the herp 'f. ^jf^j A ie . j 'A 
And, all who by the virgin's side 
Aspire tfi^jU^, wAtw*e;h^ridPbar«l%sr i«;i!KiaA 
Should nobly, 8tei|[>tJ^iXMMr,<ifwWfltUiJ di'CN 

Doubtless the faten pur ^tiona lead^^ lUiijotT 
Beyond, their iim]^ none cf^-if^'^^,^ '[ ^^^^ ^| 
Little of yore did t fbres?^^ ,. ,„^. .,,^,, ,^^^ 
ThatElfa wpuldmjdeatK.for^e^,,..^^^ ^^j^ 

When h^^^^pin^^ ^?^^>i^^i baK 

Anxious r threw mjr^^afb^aro^i^^ • , ^,^,^,^ ^ 
Ccmc«d;d it ^^ A^^w^ iWY/ 

And launch d niy vessels on the main { 
Then over all the Scptiai^ JpRiJ, ..j -^j, j, ,^, , 
We gave the beasts gpj(ej^^^^^ ^.,^^ .^., ' 

Hence sprung ^o. my ^9«g».;mffe,rw 
A never failing jojr ,IJ|i^^4^ ,j ^^,...^,, ,^j, ,| 
For well I.knQW^SRgerb^^ S?CftS?<^i=um,T/.' ...ir 
For me ihf}i^ ^ fe^p)^^,, ,.,„ ,- ;.. > , , / 

.4 ,-4* ,aOi^ 



For me tke gettVoitt iblMtf dinffl Cm^ V-^"' 

In fiirtheirAddw^s'telai <dbme r -% ; 
Fnxn goblets pour'd its copious tiit 

By skulb of redf^tot ibes stipj^d. '^ - 
llie brave shidl tie'er lament their death' 

In OcBftV ^«)fidid' boiirts l>enea& y- ^ ' 

No oliirtMSrsi^aal iJrithetbeOT^ "' *^ 

No dcklyiMEirmtirs of despair. -' • -' ^ 

Aslanga's Mtad ^ould sdon dmw liigli; ^ ^*''-^ '^ 
Widi utmoM sWifitncli^ hither % .;:i 

And armM with falchions gleaming brigjht 
ftcpare die Bitter deeds of fight, '"'^"^ 

If told, or \cbuM thfey biit divine ' ' ' ' '' 
What woe, what dite misc nance Is itone,^ ' , 
How many serpents round me hang. 
And tear &y fies6 with poisontius £apg ; ' 
A mother to my sons I gave. 
With native Wbrih WKb stamped them bnive. 

Fast «o di* hereditary end. 
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To nay kttotted goal I t^nd. ^ 

flx'd is the viper's mortal harm *, 
WitbJkir^'hfcart, his mansion warm> 
In the recesses of my breast 
The writhing snake hath formM hb nest. 
Yet Odin may in vengeance qpread 
The bloody scouige o'er Ella's head, 

vol., IT, X 
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. My son's ficFce anger^ at the tale; 
Shall change to rfed, from deadly pale.^ 
The fiery youths, at. my decease. 
Shall startiog shun the seat of peace. 

Full fifty times I tfod the field,; 
My standard reac'i^and pc^sed fi»y^shi^l4^: 
War's willing guest; n<»i deem'4 the Torccrnv 
* Of human hand would check my coursei } -' 
Bantinpg to giiifa a. matchless name, ^ " ' '^ 
And soar d'er every king in fame. , , ' 

.For wellin e^i^est.yws.I m^v^ uoin.ii 

; My aword iso driisjc the .^mison dmught|»0 ^:» . > 

" l%e'6isters ndw my steps invitte'j " *- (liH-qi^ 

' Unfflotfed 1 quit the cairns of Hghti '"' '* ' *^" * 

Waxn'd from within— —4jj:eak off the, lav { ' , 
, Th' iawting Sist,?((s 9h}45,ipx.g^y,, oa,. ,,3i..v/ 

* - . 

'rfFltfeybhtwie to Ws* "fetal* h«ilK"-»'i!i < / * 'ia/Bi! 
' -^ "WKh theih high-thifbned, tlie c&Wittjf"fed<>#""'' 
Of foamiiig mead shall ctear liay soul/ ''"' "' 
WitU jay J yif^d i?i^y,¥^;))r^^ j, ,/y 
And laug;^^ft^e,|pst p^^^^,^^.,. 

.\)*):U,f .■:i;i ; . * i-Ia^M ' ^ds ^:;.hK{. 
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XLV.' ^ ■ '. ' 

ft,' 

HIRlrAS OWAIN, 

I OR, 

The DjcinkiDg-Hom: of Owen^ 

The f«06wii^ ballad was tompbsed by Owain CjVeilioC 
Prince of Powys^ entttled by. bim Hirlas^ from a *Driiik- 
iiig'-Hor& so called) iu6d at f^ga^s, ip hU/palacd.-^ThU 
ballad was composed <m aci^oant of a battle fpugbt 
with the English at Maelor, which is a part of Ibe. coun- 
ties of Denbigh and j^int) accordin^^ to the modern 
division. Owainwak driren ont of his c6itntty \rj Owain 
Gwynedd, Prince ^ North ^sieii; and^ Rhys-ap»d{iffith- 
ap.Rhys-ap-Tewdwr, Prince oCiSoiith W«)c«i.A. JD; 1167, 
and recoYere4tit:buf th^ be^ of thiQ Npnn^af^-fto/d l^lish 
under Henry, the Second. — He flourished about A% B. 
nop, in the time of Owen Gwynedd and his son Dayid.* 

This translation is published froni M.r« Pennanrs Tour to 
WaleS) who says he owes it to^e elegant pen of u gen* 
tlemanwho haa il^aitotly 6Mtgeii hkn.^Mi'. Pinnant 
has giyen a particular koeDiihtiif tbe^Qsinliibgj^IIf^. 

Another, tnu)f||ition of the Hirlas Owain is ^nsertc^ii^ the 
second yolume of Iloare's Giraldus^ p. SI 7. 

UiPROSB the ruddy dawn of day; ' 
The arihfes oiet In dreiuJ array ^ ' \ 
On Maelor Drefred's field : 

m 

Loud the British clarions sounds 
The Saxons^ gasping on the ground^ 
The bloody contest yield. 

* See £yaas*s Specimens of the Welch Poetry> Edit 1774. 
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By Owen's arm the valiant bkd ; 
From Owen's arin the coward fled' 

Aghast with wfld affiight : 
Let then their haughty lords beware 
How Owen's just revenge they dare^ 

And tremble at his sight. ' ' ^ 

Fill the Hirlas hpm, my boy/ ' . ''^ 

Nor let the tunefiil lips be dry 
That warble Oweii'» prais^^ 
Whose walls with warlike^ ^ilstO'efatfng^ 
And open wide his gates are fldrig , ■ -' ^^ ' 

In Cambria's peaceful days. ^-l 

' . ' • • • • :.'->^ 

TTiis hour we dedicate to joy 5 :; :-\i 

Tlien fill the Hirlas hom^ my b^yy " ' <» ^ ' 

Tliat shineth like the sea i- r - ' - - -f '^ * 
Whose azure handles, tip'd with gbl^ -*" 
Invite the grdsp of Britons boldy 

The sons of liberty«v , ' \^ . 

Fill it higher still, and higher^ 

Mead will noblest deeds inspire. 

Now the battle's los«^a*id *#oh^ ■ "' 

Give the horn to GVonWy's ison' ^ 

Put it into Gwgan's hahd^ '■'•"' 

Bulwark of Ms native land. 

Guardian of Sabrina's ffobd. 

Who oft h£^ dy^d his speasr in bloods n^.-r? 



- - .- ..- T , 
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When they hear their chieftain's voice. 

Then his gallant Mends rejoice ; . 

But when to fight he goes, no more 

The festal shouf resounds on Severn's winding shprc. 

Fill the gold-tip'd horn witht spieed, 
(We must drink, it is decreed.) 
Badge of honour, badge of mirth,: > - 

That calls the soul of anisic forth i 
As thou wilt thy life prolong, ■-..'/ 

Fill it with metheglin strong; < 

Grufiudd thirsts, to Gruffudd fill; i- 

Whose bloody lance is us'd to kill 5 
Matchless in the field of strife, 
His. glory ends not with hislilFe: 
Dragon-son of Cynvyn's race, . , . > ■ » 

Owen's shield, Arwystli's grace. 
To purchase faoie the warriors flew, 
JHre, and more direi^ the conflict gr^w;. . ,j 

When flush'd with mead, they bravely fo^ht. 
Like Belyn's warlike sons, that Edwin's downfal 
wrought. .. ' . .\ 

' . . "- • >■ 

Fill the horn with foxing liquor,: 

Fill it up my boy, be ;quicker ; . . > . . 

Hence away, despair and sorrow .1 '^ 

Time enough to sigh to-morrow., , , 

Let the brimming goblet snule, . . /, 

And Ednyfed's f fl^pcis li^le: ; ;» ; 
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Gallknt yoiitb, unus'd to fear. 
Master of the broken spear. 
And the arrow-jnerced shield, 
Broaght with honoar from Ae field, 
like an hurricane is he. 
Bursting on the troubled sea* 
See their spears distain'd with gcxce f 
Hear the din of battle roar ! 

la W 

Bucklers, swords, together clashibg^ ^^'l\ 

Sparkles from their helmets flashing ? ' ' ^ 

Hear ye not their loud alarms ? ^ 

Haric ! they sh^t — to arms ! to arms ! * * 

Thus were Gardien's plains defended, '\ 

Maelor fight began and ended. ' v : • / 

There two princes fought, and there "" 'Pot, 
Was Morach Vorvran's feast exchangM for rout i4^ 
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Rll the horn : 'tis my delight. 

When my friends return from fighf^ 

Champions of their country's glory. 

To record each gallant story — 

To Ynyr's comely offspring fill. 

Foremost in the battle still : 

Two blooming youths, in counsel sage. 

As heroes of maturer age ; 

In peace, and war, alike renown'd. 

Be their brows with garlands crown'd j 

Peck'd with glory let them shine. 

The ornament and pride of Ynyr's ancient line ! 



To Selyf fiH, of eagle-heart, •^ . 

Skard to hurl the fatal dart : '^- 

With the Wolf's impetuous force 
He urgeth on his headlong course. 
To Tudor next, great Madoc's son. 
They the race of honour ruisi 
Together In the tented field. 
And both alike disdain to yield, 
liike a lion in the fray, 

* ***** 

Tudor darts upon, hia prey.' ». ' '^ *^-"' 

Rivals in the feats of wsu", • ' ' ^ -' * • 

Where danger call'd, they rush*d froni far : 

Till shatter'd by some hostile stroke. 

With horrid clang their shields were broke ; 

Loud as the foaminir billows roar. 

Or fijerce contending winds on Talgath's stormy snore. 



•• it->->»-. 
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Fill the horn with rosy wine. 
Brave Morei^g claims it now, 

Chieftain of an ancient line. 

Dauntless heart, and open brow. 

To the warrior it belongs, 
Prince of battles, theme of songs ! 
Pride of Powyg, Mochnant's boast ! 
Guardian of his native coast !<-— 
But ah ! his short-liv'd triumph's o'er, 
Brave Moreiddig is no more ! 
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To his pensive ghost we^ll give 

Due remembrance, while we live 

And in fairy fiction dress'd, 

Flowing hair, ai^d sable yest, - 

The tragic Muae-shadl gtuoe our songs^ [(iirolciQgs. 

While brave MoreiddigV i^ame the mournful stnan 

• . »* J %. i. 

Pour out the hcwrn, (tho*- he desire it not) 
And heave a sigh on Morgan's ewrly grave j 

Doom'd in his clay-coid fep^mentto ^t^ ' *' 
While we revere the memory of thebrave, • 

. . .■ • . ■ 

Fill again the Hirlas horn, ^ 

On that ever^gkurious morD> : -- 

The Britons and their foes between, 
](^(^h^: prodigies of might were seen ! 

• ■ - " 

On Gwestyn's plain the fight begam ; 
But Gronwy sure was more than n^an j • ' \ 
Him to resist, on Gwestyn's plain, - * 

A hundred Saxons strove in vain. * "^ .' 

To set the noble Meyric free, *• 
And change his bonds to liberty, 
Tlie warriors vow'd. The God of day • 

Scarce darted his meridian ray. 
When he beheld the conquerors steep'd in gore, • 
And Gwestyn's bloody fight, e'er highest, noon W9$ 
p'er, 
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Now a due libation pour . . , * . .^ 

To the spirits of .the dead, : . ; . 
Who, that memorable hour. 

Made the hostile plain thejir.^bed* 
.Xh«re the glitt'ripg^rtj^^Y^.s^n,//.; ., 
.There the twangiog.bqv^ ^a|S heard J 
There the mighty press'd the g;i;een^ 

Reeorded b; the faithful Bard« 
Madoc there, and MeiUr br^!^> . ., / 
Sent n^ny a. Sax^itp h^^,gra)rie^t ;. , .^.w . 

Their drink w^ iQea^air't^ir liearts w^e ttndi 
And to the head their shafts they drew; 
But Owen's guards, in terriWe afray, . ni .«i 
Resistless march along, ^4 make tln^ fur^rld |^ way« 

Pour the sweet ^a];ispaifent^me4d, i-r i/.N , 
(The spear is red in tiqie qf n^d)j - _ . ^ h >*%r;; 
And give to «ach ^^psnrtfsdigpirit;; , n /. j 5 
The honour and reward, of; merit. , r . ? i ; m i . ^ 
What cares surrcp^d ther^l staf^;, r.. r:i. f. ■ 
Wh^t anxious thoughts molest the great. 
None but a prince himself can know. 
And Heav'n, that ruleth kings, and lays the noghty 
low. , .^ 

•. • \ ■ 

For Daniel fill the horn so green. 
Of haughty brow, and angry mien j 
While the less'ning tapers shine. 
Fill it up with gen'rous wine, 
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He^tio quarter takes^ nor gives. 

But by spoils and rapine lives. 

Comely is the youth, and brave : 

But obdurate as the grave. 

Hadst thou seen, in Maelor fight. 

How we put the foe to, flight ! 

Hadst thou seen the chiefs in arms. 

When the foe rush'd on in in swarpis ! 

Round about their [prince they stood. 

And fitain'd their si^rds with hostile blood. ^ 

Glorious bulwarks ! To their praise 

Tlicir prinee'devotes his latest lays^-^ ;^ 

Now, my boy, thy task is o'erj 

Thoul sHalt fill th6 horn no more. 

Long may the King of kings protect, 

An4r crown with bliss, my ftiends elect; 

Where liberty^ and truth reside. 

And virtue, truth^s iimnortal bride! 

Thfere may we all together meet, • . * "* ^ 

And former tjaics renW in hef|v*nly Converse S^eet ! 



V;.. ■ ' 
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ELPHIN'S CONSOLAliON : 

• - .'■,•-■• • . • • . 

FromHhe' Welch of Taliesiiu 



[Tttosiated by 'a tarfy.] 
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Taliesin, chief of the bards, flourished in the sixtiL cmitniy. 
His works are still preserved, ai]4 his memory held in 
high veneration among his countrymei^r^Taliesin^when 
an infant, was found exposed on the water, wrapped in a 
leather bag, in a wear which had been granted to Elphin, 
son of Gwyddtto, for his support The young prince, 
reduced by his extravatganee, burst into Cbars, at &idiii^,. 
as he imagined, so Ulnpro^tat^le a booty, Howerer, ho 
took pity on the infant^ smxL,. caused prosper fare to be 
tal^en of him. After fhis, Elphin prosp<pred $ an^.Talieun, 
when he grew up, wrote the following moral Ode, sup-r 
posed to have been addressed to the prince by the iqfan^ 
()ard, on the night in which he was fotind» 

[From Mr. Pennant's Journey to Snowdon.] 

XLiL p H I N ! fair as roseate morn, ^ 
Cease, O lovely youth ! to mourn; 
Mortals neVer should presume 
Tp dispute their Maker's dooQ)^ '*"^* 



9IS O&pUJUMDflL 

Feddence! too blind to acaii 

What di' Alm^h^ deigns fcr mu; 

HmnUc hop^ be sdU dqr guidey 

Slea^ fiutb thy <n% pnde. 

Then despair wiU fiide awa j. 

Like denKwas wJLth* ^qpraaeh of day^ 

Conllo s prayeis accqpftance gain. 

Goodness never sues in vain ; 

He, who form'd die Aj is jost. 

In him aloo^ 0£^plnn! trvA, 

See g^ist'nii^ qxnls in shoals appear, 

FMb . smiles dusJioar on Ciwyddon's i»ear« 



Elphin fidr! the doods dBspel 
That on thy lovely visage dwell y 
Wq)e, ah.! wipe the peady tear. 
Nor let diy manly bosom fear ; 
What good can melanchj:^ give? i"^ 

Tis bondage in her tiain to live^ 
Pungent sorrows doubts pnoclaim, 
111 suits those doubts a Christian's nai^f j 
Thy great Creator's won^iefs trace. 
His love, divine to mortal race^ 
Then doubt, and fear, and pain will fly. 
And hope beam radiant in thine eye. 
Behold me, least of human kind, • 

Yet he^v^n illumes my soaring mind. . > 
Lo! from the yawning deep I came, /; 
Friend to thy lineage and thy fame. 
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To point thee out the jmths of tratb. 
To guard froni ^hidden rocks thy yoiTth*: '^ 
From seas^ from mountains^ far and wid^ * 
God will the good and virtuous guide^ ' 

Elphin fair ? with virtue blest^ 
Let not that virtue idly rest ; 
If rous'd^ 'twill yield thee sure relief 
And banish far unmanly grief: 
Think on thsitpovr*t whosii^ arm ban sarire^ 
Who e'en «an snatch thee from the gmve) 
He bademy haxp for thee b^ stk^ng^ 
Prophetic lays he taught my tongue* 
Though Uk« a dendex.Keedl groir^^ .^'^ 
Toss'd by the the billows to and fins^^''>)^'i 
Yet still, by him inspired, my sbiig A 
The weak can raise, confound the stto^gf 
Am not I better, Elphin^ say, . 

Than thousands of thy scaly ff^^ 

. *'• J' 

IS^in! fair as roseate morn^ ^ '^' ' ' 1 

Cease, O lovely yooAl to tooiSfm,- 'i • ^ r • 
Weak on my leathern t*ouoh I licyv f ■ •>< " 
Yet heav'nlyvlote I can descry^ fi«*''/.v;|t i / 

iSifts diwhe^ilty-ioBgufe tn^kfiTi s*^. ^fyfi^V: '^'' '^^ 
My bosom glows -bdksliiEil &fc; - ri<^,^ {^* . - .~'l 
Mark 1 how it mrnnts i-^tny %» 4iitik)seV: . « 
The certainikte^tf £^plmi%4M.>4 <^^ ili <> ^ 
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fix thy Indies oo him'aloiiey 
Who is th' eternal Tiiree an One; . . , 
There thy ardent vows be given^ ■ 
Prayer acrrptaye meets from Heaven: 
Then thou shah adverse ^ite defy. 
And £iphuLgIorions live Md ^e^ . . 
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• - * 

AN ANGIX)-NOBB^ bitil^ 

Tfwiilated by t. Jkmite, Esq. and hiaerted io (in • 
lHoflratioiiii of Skakflpean!>* . • ; * - T 

• * _ 

Mr.' Douce (whoie knowledge of Anglo^Norntiaii fit^tore 
is perhspt mriYalled), cMeenis tbe <»i^iial ^ i£t roost 
*^ ancient drinkiog Song, cotifposed ii| Engltod, thai is 
** extant." 'the translation is executed with exeoiplary 
fiddity* j^nd'yet breathes the spirit of an original*' It is 
to be hoped Ae Fiibltc'may Be gratified wr§i ftitaro 
favonrs from the same -pen. Tbe lilnBtiratrotai >bf Shak- 
•peare abound with caneuf and roeondile^informalion. 

LiORDiNGS, from a distant home, . 

To seek old Christmas we are come, ' 

Who loves our minstrelsy : . .^ - 

And here, unle^, report misrsj^^j ...,.;, 

The grey-beard ,dw^»5,ani:Oft,J^isd^^ ._ 

Keeps yearly wassel, eyex s^y,,v?. ^ ^, : y 

^ With;Jfe8tjfe.HMrtl>^^ndg!sPr: .: .. ... ,.i%s, 
To all whohQwmr.CjB(t?tj§T]HAS7.apd,cpmme^^^ our 

Love will l^s bl^sM^gs pend, and crown with j^oy their 
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Lerdings Ilst^ finr we tell yod itnie; -i 
Christmas lov^ the jolly crew 

That cloudy care defy: . > 

His liberal board is deftly spread \ 

. With manchet loaves and Wastel«-biead9 
His guests with fish and flesh are fed, . 
Nor lack the stately pye. 

Lordings^ you know that far and near^ 
. .-Hie saying is ** who gives^good cheer; 

And freely spends his treasure; 
On lum will bounteous heav'n bestow^ 
Twice treble blessings here below, 
^His happy hours shall sweetly flow 

In never-ceasing pleasure/' 
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, liordings believe us, knaves abound 
. In every place are flatterers founds 

May all their arts be , vain i 
Bat chiefly from these scenes of jc^. 
Chase sordid souls that mirth annoy. 
And all who with their base alloy. 
Turn pleasure into jpain. 

Christmas quaffi our English wJoes,' 
Nor Gascoigne j ui<*e,' not French decfihes. 

Nor liquor of Anjou : ' * 

He puts the insidious goblet found, ' ' 
Till all the guestdfn sleep are drowliM, ' 
Then wakes 'eist With the ta1[)OT*iif sounl^ 

And plays the prank anew. 



S18 ptO BAMiAjna» 

Who is th' eternal Tinwiu^Or MDi» 
There thy ardent :9gnB^ be g-'- 
Prayer acceptiMfrfcet^ • ""' 
Then thoaduMadv' •* ;^|itaway. 
And fJlphiDij^ic ^r^ ID day^ 

'• ''••^-^ and merry may ye be ! 

-• * "' ' "^A^h ^^^ Drinks not 
-AN ANf ^r-*^' IfaAi-TH to me.1 
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^, HENRY AND FAIR CATHERINE; 

OB, 

The secret discovered too late. 

I N ancient times, in Britan's isle. 

Lord Henry was well knowi^ 
No knight in all the land more fani'd 

Or morq deserv'd renown. 
His thoughts on honour always ran^ 

He never bow'd to love. 
No lady in all the land had charms. 

His frozen heart to move. 



The £ure«t .fece. phe. shows ij , . 1 4 ., > tsUc- 

Sh^ms as bright as mpniiDgiSuO,;. ' ....^.r 

And sweet as any rose. - j,, - .'.jji,,^ 

Altho' she was ,q^ ^ow .dfigse;^,^ .; ,,,,, ., j ;", .i.,;- f 

She still di(f'coaqiiies;tS'g«iii;' 1 ,-;< . -i^,, ) >. 1 
Fm scarcea youth who h^beheldy,., , -,. : ,,/', 

Esei^j^ ti^^ipo^'rfW chaJB : .■:.;,■,,•; .v,,^ 

Biit«oAi ItfeV'k)^ their lustre lost» 

Her cheeks grew pale and wan ; 
Fcff pining seiz'd her beauteous iacej 

And every grace was ^ne : 
This sickness was to all unknown ; 

Thus did the isir one' >*ib«e^ . > 

Her time in sighs, and floods of teais, 

plJnijk^jHiwibaBfpait.-.^./. /ii/iHOaOJ 

Once iD.adre&u^ shf^ird,a]i}udf,„. :,,^^ 

" O ! Heniy'l l*in undpne 1 
" O cruel fate ! O helpless maid? ,i, ' i 

*' My love cab ne'er be known. - . ' 

"But 'tis the fete of womHn kind ^ 

" TTie tnift'we must conceal; - ,, " 

** 111 die ten thousand thousand deathi, - ,' > , , 

" Ere I mfwfe rerval." ...^^ .-.4",.'' f-r 

•WL. IV. , ,' ■*,'_■ '^',. ■, , ..;',ji ', ,y. 



^ Im^iv Mmi, vfkQ ^s^^]i the bar, 

To Henjy^ied n:my ; 
^^ My lord, sfaie ojri^# weVe £ptt]Dd ibfi fomto 

'* Of Catherine's quick decay, 
^^ She in a dreai^ tHe secret ^14# 

^' Till now no mprta] kn^w; 
^^ Alas ! . sl^ now expiring Ijb^# 

" And dies fcr loye of you/* 



The gentle Henry's soul was s^ck. 

His heart began to flaipe : 
^' O ! pocNT unha^y maid," he eried I 

^^ Yet am I not to blame. 
^^ O ! Catherine ! toe, teo modest maid ; 

^* Thy love I nev^rknew, 
^* 111 ease thy pain/* — As swift as wind. 

To her bedside he flew. 

- • • • • ■!>- ., ■- • ^ ' * • . ' i ;. • fc/' 

^^ Awake, he eried^ idiou lovely mai^ 
T ^^ AM^ awato, »y dear ! ,r, . 
^* If I had only guess'd thy^k)ve, . 

** Thou hadst not Aed a tear. . i ,^ 
^^ Tis Henry caUsi despiur uq nfifapef ;^, 

^^ Renew thy wMted obavms : 
^^ Fm 4Come iB ealt thee back from Jeathi[.^> 

«< And t^^ thee ^mJao^m^' ^^ 
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His words revived the dying hit^ 

She rais'd her dropping head^ 
And gazing on the long-lov'd youth 

She started from her bed. 
Around his neck her arm she flung 

In extacy, atid Qtied^ 
Will you be kind ! will you inded^ 

My love! and so she died. 



:)i, 
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CADWALLO AND ELMmA. 

Th b .thorn, sdll spHngttig trf&'ffife^flfc^r. 
Is seen id {blithest Afe;^ j^ - -^ i ^ > * 

And oft, toaoft, a'glooiny hoiiir - ' 
0*erikrt8tixe1iriig^esJt8^. ^^ ^^ ^ ^' 

Asop'nin^fjptfiiigtlfa^tdiftwiir ''"^ ' 
And on her cheek were Mgbt dbplft/d 

The lily and the X06e. 
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Of mighty chiefs^ of noble race. 
Full many a love had she ; 

But^ till she viewM Cadwallo's foce. 
Her virgin heart was free. 

Fairest of all the Saxon train. 
The nymphs Elmira crown*d ; 

And first of Britain's valiant strain 
Was fam'd Cadwallo found. 

Twas in a sad and luckless hour 

That du-e contention rose. 
And caird to arms the British pow'r. 
And made the Saxons foes. 

With Meely squadrons shining bright, 
While Medwa/s shore appears, 

Cadw^o thro' the shades of night 
His lov'd Elmira bears. 

When as a cruel hostile band . 

• * » ■ • ' * • 

Their bootless ffight pursued ; 
Resign'd to heay'n's. almighty hand^ 
They plung'd into tlje flood. 



The billows rose, the winids blew high, , 
And chang'd its4>eaeeful formj 

While hover'd o'er with dismal cry. 
The spirit of the storm. 
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Far ofiF the elemental strife 

The weak JElinira-bore : 
And cast Cadwallo^ loathing life^ 

Upon the naked shore. \ '" 

The Britons these aflbrd relief. 

But soothe the youth in vain ; . ' * 

A prey to heart-corroding grief. 

He quits the friendly' train. 

Nor arms amongst the martialhost, 

The mourning chieftain bears ;. 
But sighiiig for Elmira lost. 

To gloomy shades repairs. 

No hermit of the lonely cell 

From lofty thoughts more free. 
Nor saints with solitude whp dwell, 

Were more recluse than he. 

And oft tim^ by the babbling brook 

Contemplative he lay. 
And por'd upon some ancient book. 

Or sigh'd the hours away. 

aovt twice six times her blunted horns 

The waning moon renew*d. 
And die glad earth tbe'sweet returns 

Of varying seofious vief^4 



When, as at noon, the sun blaz'd hi{^ 

Close standing by his side^ 
With pensive air, and down*cast ey^ _ r 

A comely youth be ^'d. 

And tfaougli he wont from human fiice . 

To fly with wild amaze, ^ 

Charm'd witb some strai^ and uoloiown fpifit. 

He stopped a while to ga«se^ 

^' What mak'st thou here, O youth,'' be saU, 

^^ Where sorrow sedm rqpose ? 
^^ Art thou by foithless friends betra/d, 

^^ Or fly'st from foreifn foes ? 

^^ Or for some maid witfi Ioviq and truth, 

^^ Say^ do8l tfiM sigh in vain V 
While thus he spoke, the £Euntifl|g youth 

Sunk prostrate ott the^plain.^ 

His ne^fii) aid be hastea to ^ve, . , ^ 

And opes the tightened vest ; 
When Zephyr bade the £ur imye, 

Elmira rose coofe^* 

Twaasbe! is^ «acHre than wonled ebftons, . 

By rip'ning time anay'd^ 
And sinking in Uil eircliqg WQ9i 

Cadwallo ciaspa iSifti wiid; ^ . - r 



. - - - . ^' 

Sav'd fitmi tKift stdttti by chiel fr 

Foes to thfe man she lov'd. 
Her cottMe thro"* circK^i^ guislrils she %eiidi, 

Ah* tfefe h«f feMb ^{tfciv^t. 

To-day s^ stabds in iDHti'i^ itfi^^^ 

Fast bjr eadwrilo's sidfe J 
I'o-morroW; with a l»ViBt*sr fiin^. 

He claspr hib hltointe^ hiide'. 
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THE PROPlttECY OF QUJSaEN E>^A. 

J* ■ 

[ Attrtbutfl4 to Mkkk.) ^ 

O ' B R thcf hills 6f Cheviot b^ftmiog; ' 
Rose- the silTOT' dkvhi of « May ; 

Hostile speaiB^ and hefan^ gl^ii&iiirg'^ 
SwelF4 sd<lDg the inlt^iiftt^ils^gitejr: 

t 
% 

Edwin's waiiikfr boni'ryftmdea ' 
Thro' th« Vnaifing diSesr<bet^ 

And the ecboii^ UtU rt!tKMlnde# 
The defiiiiute;<tf fhc^foei' 



. - V,, .-■b 



««8 MJli 



• -, 



O'er the downs like torrents pouring'^ 
Edwin's horsemen ni8h'd>along ; > 

From the hills .like tempests lowering, ^v 
Slowly mareh'd stern £klgar's thrdng. 

Spear to spear was now portended^ ^ '■ 
And the yew bows half vresi drawn. 

When the female scream ascend^, ' 
Shrilling o'ertfae crowded lawp^: ' 

While her virgins round her weeping, 
War'd aloft their snowy hands. 

From the wood queen fknma^riekinjt> 
Ban between the dreadful bands. 

Oh, my sons, what rage infernal 
" Bids you ^asp tV unhdllow'd speat ; 
Heav'n detests the war fraternal ; 
Oh, the impious strife i&xrbear ! 



.i 



Ah^ how mild and sweetly tender - 
Flow'd your peaceful early days 1 

Each was then of each defendor,^ 
Each ^ each the pride and -pcwiHi 



O my first-^bom Edwin, soften, i 
Nor invade thy ^lotheriS right ; 

O, my.Edgat, ihiidL how often ' , 
Edwin 4^d&r,tte&>tk|»figl|^ .'^O 
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Edgar^iBlnMtfajr impious fian^'- ?* '^<\\^ 
, Dare. Ay-guafdiaa^ to the fieldtl ^^^ ' 

0^.)uy sons, let p6«ee allure ye; » ' -' 
clliy toiB^laimsyO Edwioj^ yieldi^^ 



Hah, it^hat si^ of honor waving, ': 
3ulhdi £dgar, clouds thy rear ! 

BringH thou Deooiark's banneirs, braving; 
Thy jioaultad brother's ^^ear ? . . ^: 

Ah, iKtIiink hov^ thro' thy regions 
Midoi^ht.'harror.feaiiiil howFd; ' 

When> like Treves, the Danish legionsi^ i 
Thro' thy tremUiDg forests^ prowl^ 

When, unable of resistance, 

Deoinark's lance thy bosom gor'd-^ 
And shall Edwin's brave assistance -^ < 

Be repaid with 'Denmaik's sw6rdt^ 
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With that sword shalt thou assail hiniy 
Frdran^hoie point he set thee £ree. 

While his warlike sinews &il him. 
Weak with loss of blood for thee 1 ^ 

Oh, my Edmn^ timely hearken. 
And tfaystem resolves forbear 1 - 

Shall revenge thy coim^s darken. 
Oh, njr^B^paryi^iop^ spear iiw 



O'er the downs Vketaot^ j^r^, 

Edwin's hoisemea r . ivt be baln'd ; 

From the hiUsilike ^'^rs. 
Slowly numt-' ,fbell be calm'd. 



SptaK *r ^Sat all her s. 

r,' '"jf /Bipious rage the more -• 
'/'{, ftow-sf ings sprung the arrows 5 



^fiekiog irild, with honor shitraring', 
fltA the queen all st&in'd with blood, 
|q her purpled bosom quiverings 
Deep a fetither'd amnr stood. 

Up the mouatain sfae ascended. 
Fierce as ntovnts the flame in aur ; 

And her hands, to bear'a extended, 
Scatter'd her npiooted hair. 

Ah, my EOtu, how impious, cover'd 
With each_odier's blood, she cried : 

While the eagles round her hover'd. 
And wild scream fbr scream replied— 

FVom that blood around you streaming, 
INim, my sons, your vengeful eyes ; 

See what borrorv o'er you streaming. 
Muster romd m ofimde d sUes^ 



\ 



OLD BAU/AENS. SSk 

See what burning speiuis pgrteadei^, 
Couch'd by fire-ey'd spectres glare^^: 

Circling round you both* suspended . - 
On the trembling threads of air ! 

O'er you both heaven's lightning voUies^ 
Withered is your sunigth ev'n now j 

Idly weeping o'er your follies^ -• 

Soon your heads shall lowly how.. . 

Soon the Dane> the Scot, and Norman "^^ 
O^r your dales shall havoc pour, ^' 

Every hold and city storming^ 
Every herd and fii^ld devour. 

Ha, what signal new arising 

Thro' the dreadful group prevails ! 

'Tis the hand of Justice poising 
High aloft th' eternal scales. 

Loaded with thy base alliance. 

Rage and rancour all extreme^ 
Faith and honour's foul defiance, 

Thin^ O Edgar, kicks the beam ! 

Opening mild and blue^ reversii^ 

O'er thy broAer's.wasted hillsy 
See the murky ckmds diqpexBing^ 

And the fertUe thow'r dytotils. 



/ 
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But o'er thy devoted valleys 
Blacker spreads the angry sky ; 

Thro' the gloom pale lightning sallies^ 
Distant thunders^^groan and die. 

O'er thy proudest castles waving. 
Fed byhell and magic pow'r^ 

Denmark tow'rs on high her raven^ 
Hatch'd in freedom's mortal hour. 

*' Cursed be the day detested, 
^^ Cursdl be the j&^ud furofound^ 

^^ When on Denmark's «pear we rested. 
Thro' thy streets shall loud resound. 

• 

To thy brother ss^l imploring. 

Now I see thee turn thine eyes— 
Hah, in settled darkness louring^ 
Now no more the visions rise ! 

But thy ranc'rous soul descending.. 

To thy sons from age to age. 
Province then from province rending, 

War on war shall bleed and rage. 

''-■■. ' •• ' . ■ ^ 

This thy freedom proudly boasted, _ , 

Haple;^ Edgar, \oud she c^ied-r 

With her wounds and woes eniJiausti^d, 

Down oa earth she sunk and died. 
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THE DEATH OF EAKL OSWALD, 



Tar shelter'd in a woody vale. 
Close by a babbling floods 

For heavenly contempladoa meet> 
A lonely cottage stood. . . 






Brave Oswald, Scotia*s warlike lord, 
UnvanquishM in defeat, ' 

From all the horrid pomp of war. 
There Whildm sought retreats' 



< > 



ihiTi 
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Not love of philosophic lore 
Restrain'd the hero*s rage; 

Nor yet on want, or secret dread. 
Or impotential age. 



^Twas Lydia's matchless charms that found 
With passion meek to move 5 ' 

His breast, "which dar'd full well to fij^t^ 
Y^ knew as well to love. 
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Such beauteous bloom as crowns the Mif, 
When vernal mornings break, \ 

Sufliising spread its orient blush. 
To tinge her damask cheek. 

Long had the neighboring hamlets Tuii^ 
With praises of the fair ; 
/ Her charms had fill'd each swain with lo^^ 
Each maiden with despair. 

Earl Oswald long had caught each tale," 
\ The love-lorn lover he ; 

At length in admiration vow^d 
The lovely maid to sec. 

The maid, in whcnn the Graces vied, 
'{li^ lily and the rose ; 
/ And from Whose mind benignly brigfat 

Shone f(Hth mrteie xepose. 

' Iieiiving the soldiei^s ruj^ed life. 
He secret sought the vale; 

Where cebter'd all his fbtujne views 
Of happiness orwaiL - 

Let not th*" impetuous wsarri<rf jrmorni ^ 

. ft 

> Or deem the earl to blame j 
The hope that makes their fury bIlQ(^, 
Gave ardour to hli^ flame. 



HiB-pilgriia £eet ivith weary tread^ 
NoTf readi'd the long*sought place ; 

Whera^ ia a idiqiherd's fidendly guise^ 
He veil'd his royal race.' 

Tending his flock with ceaseless care^ 
Beneath th' umbrageous grove ; 

-By kindly acts he often found 
To recommend his love. 

His kindly acts bespoke him weU, 

To please the gentle maid ; 
Who in a vic^n's fiole*«frdught sif^, - -^ 

His manly warmth repaid. 

But sure a virgin's sighs too deaf^ 
When bliss in love was woe ; 

Too dear th' extatic joy iaboughty ' . ^ 
When fortune proves a foe^ 

As to th' aecustom'd place they T6kni%^' 
All on a &tal day, ~ "* * 

Northmnbria's troc^, a warlike band,, ^ 
Swift came a crossing way. 

With, savage rage they st^-gve to tear. 

The maiden from his breast : 
His warlike arm thrice forced the ):)and| . 

He sunk in endlesis Ttst. . . 



/ 
• 
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She scxe^t^6,M;:-Aedvm^^,:Pff 
Quick mantlinff o er ner cheek;, ^ .^__a 

ryor more could eTcr^meak. , -2^4 
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Z^:. « "lit >> >:brtHi3 

ELFRiDA, Ai^,maMxm jm>iitsjfrm 

That rise in solemn yri^ftj ^ , .^^ , ,,-,„ fj^j^ 

Where Tay in m^^^Mg^flgjiJii^^ ya.-.ti IIi/l 

Conducts his limpidJJ|... ..^„^ j,^^ ^j, 1,^^ 

There jliv'd a valiajjtjjjfujljf Jw?H^... -Jt. bi'm dH 
A knight of mickle fam^.^.... ,;.,.._,,,,,. ^jj 

The bravest of l^ii<>^^er%<||.ie% j^ ^,..^.^ ,^5.^^ 

Sir James of Perdi his name, ^, -..,, w<^,.,„cr 



Scarce twenty yea^^^ 8flfjir;4,i^?H{J|}<Wbifa jK) 
Upon his youttifu\,^c^^^ . \ _^^.^^^ fc.^jv „,a 

His person was.§j|I ,^^«^f fp,^w<,«j ^,UMii.H '-'^ 
Adom'd with e^f5^;^,„ ^^^^ bnttd^^i fcaA 
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Sonic Kbel to cd^fotiiidj, . 
And dealt desyiii^&^ioinfdr 

Eidi TftUant chid; atiO^ wedthy Md 

To gain his friendHli]^ 'stiwe ; 
Each tyrant tthnblM at bisnaiuCj 

Except that t;^t lov^' 

For long he wtki^f a tehdltr laai> 
Elfrida of the Ykle> 

And heard hi^ atn'iroud tale>; 

And ev^ry heart engrosfe } '' ''^ * 

PuUmanya«**«r^liet<6lei»8fgk*^^^^^^ ^ '^^'^ 

AndekeSii'JohnofliaJtf^ -^^ ' ' '^^ ' ^ 



••■■1 



H» mind by «tiniiitWri«fe rd'd; V .'"^ 

No virtue e'er cot^<Mird> ' ' . * ' 

WhU^6v?iyTic^^Mt'bbidcyittn^' ' ' ^ 

'dlawloMiimia^."^ • '- ^'' "'• 

Oft didBfiPlFb^^ jiiiifbti'&V^;, ^^ ' ' ' ^" "^ 

But£a'dtheinaidreinain*d5 ' '"'*.,» 

For Forth she kef^ Mr itudddiklbw/ ' ^ '' '^'' 
And plighted troth ramiiii'i. ' ' ' ' " " ' "^''^ 

VOL. IT. ° 4 
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■ Fir^dwhh.sdisdam hisbosonr^w'^^^ .,v:rj' 
His eyes with cfaoler bright ^ \ ^ - .i * 
Darted revenge j his soul employed ,;;:i .ijutjf 
To slay the rival knight. , ^ . - ii:.i'. 

Elfrida's page, by money hir'd, ^ '; ;^ • -aA 

Her secrets to unfohl^ ; » i =. v a .■ 

In haste repair'd to Joha of Ross, . ^ > ^ ciT 
And joyfiil tidings toU, 



-' I. ■ ■ \...-. ^'Af^l 



*' That young Elfrida^. longing maidj^. r xJ /: 
Appoints to meet her lowe, •. , / . j.; f 

When night)b^n8itaboIdh«i:jswigr^v.<y f^il' 
And splendid stars to rove. • y. ^ ^ ..nA 

* 

Where yonder tuft df fir-treei risd,' '.ft'liirn • 
^ And lord it in the ftir, * ^ - a^u ' 

Sir Janies off Peith j with many a v(»r, /4 ' 
Expects his bldoittiBg fiiir/* ' yy- nni^ 



*' And will they ift^et (then Ross abnipt) 
This meeting is their last 5 ' : , 

If by my sword Perth doth not bleed, > . 
May heav'n my b6dy blast.*' 

Ten of his hardy clan he chose, * "- 
Then.plac'd them in the shade ; 

And he himself with purpose vile,^ 
In secret ambush laid. 
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Twas nig^t each if hiqHrin^ bretee was htuh'd. 

The moon in ardent rdbey- 
Diffusing gloiry on her throne^ 

Illum'd the glowing globe. > 



Around the vast etherial hunp^ 
Unnunlber'd lustre^-shtne ; 

The {danets^rtidi^s iof glory^ blaz'd^ 
And stamp'd the band diidne. 



; 7 » . 



Wlien la b (the wisb'd^for chief advanced, 

!l$late with joy. his mind. 
His soul ip4»nder thoughts dissolvM^ 

And all to loveMwaign'd^ ■■■ i-r 

Impatient of delay,* Sir John 
Rush'd forward from the shade : 

^^ Yield to our arms, thou dog of Perth, 
Renounce the pd^fkss njiaid/^ 

Swift from thotsheath out flew the sword, 

That glittered at his side, 
** Perdition seize me if I do." 

The knight of Perth replied. . 

'^ I know thy yoiee. Sir John of Ross, 
And you my wondrous might. 

When in the van st Floddon-field^ 
I dar'd the bleeding^fi^t. 
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Now band to faaac( lefa^hdn eiiga|^l^ /11 

My single arm to tbine^ 
Or I shall ows^ tby^ haxAf ferce^ 



Or thou dialt J^w to man^ 



'>,\i'. 

r. 



\u 
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Think not, Elfrid% FEftisigft > 1 
Or tamely yirfd' t^ {Hrise^ - ri 

Vanish the thought ; for while ^IbNolhe^ 
111 live but ia Iwi ey«Si'^ ^ * *; -:- 

Struiik with Us speech, liie knl^t eTBosir 

His temper'd'falcfaMn drew y 
To aid tbeilhSrd against ttfae yonlh >^^ 

Sprung f6rth his- stral^f crew.: - 1 

But valiant Pertb^ by rage in^rfd> !^ 
His blows with filry dt^Iip I 

Till tltf^^lbe bi*F€8i othir fim^ ( f 
The deadly wefqK«»tfclib;<?fvr J -' W 

TwoMwire utdudQr ga}li(nt'W9|^ ^/^jP 
With crinison dy'd his swxsld f A 

But still he scorn'd igiiDble Usod^ rB 
And thirsted ^iheitlord^. 



J.^fv, 



Whilst va.l0tr^ danqingjln his>bl^f|^ A 

United forcft^d^fiedi 
Behind biiilTilfly f^^p'diSir Jobdf 

And pierc*d.biWi#itbe;|i4fk a 



Tho' racked mtb deadly pain> 
Thejpulii attaddd the xUbf of Am^ 
And strefyiWd bim oa Ibe plMQ. 

The purple £or«rush'4 fMitapace^ ; 

And Rofis^ext^Q^^ feU i 
-liiia ineii> bj /ayout of tb^ pigb)t> 
Escap'd the bo«tM(e .stM» . 

His knees np w<»:e sust^ ^ 
He dindy ^jies the Tarie4 ligk^ 
The^ juiks^.upi^ the jgiifVin*- ; ' 



NPith smiles^ ElftidEputi^i 
To 9^et her joMP^t smly 
Her pMJMHtt j^iuqa^ hei* jMdtf flasu» 
With raj^ iluy XPJUU 

And Ipoc^vpib)^ Id; the >yiiev, 
j^ ^ilid^*4 lit v^ «]tl9e9ff^ 
And pale piA hmvr gmr. . 



Tobaoim ahefceiifaM tbe^biml n^im^ 
Too soon pesoenr^ddie^y; 

fief tbbl iiithiiiiwaad^&oBAAibltd^ 
And jJI Jriwihrfd <tmqr* 



:M4 
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The wood reiK>unds 
To hear the homids. 
Hey, nony nony no : 
The roclw report 
This merry sport. 
Hey Uolilo, troldilo 
The hunt is ;up, the hunt is up> 
Sing metarily we, the hunt is up. 

• . •• 

' • - ' ',.,.. ^. •* 

Then hie apace 
Unto the chace 

Hey nony, nony-no 
Whikt every thing 
Doth sweedy ^ng 
Hey trolilo, trololilo 
llie hunt is D^, the hunt isiup 
Sing merrily we^ the bunt is up. 
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"^PLEASANT NEW COURT SONG, 

Betweene a young Courtier and ii dduntrey Lasse. 



»9 



To a new court tune. :^ 

[From a black letter copy^ printedby the Astigm t^^homM 

Syincock«.j : : ^ ^ ^' ^ 



Upon a summer s time 

In the middle of the morn, 
A bonny lass I spied^ 

The fairest ere was horn. 
Fast by a standing pool 

Within a meadow green. 
She laid herself to cod. 

Not thhaldng to be aoon. 



\. 



• I 



846 OLD BALLADS. 

She gathered lovely flowers, 

And spent her time in sport, 
As if to Cupid's bowers 

She daily did resort 
The fields afford content 

Unto this maiden kind. 
Much time and pain she spent 

To satisfy her mind. 

The cowslip there she cropt, 
. The daffodil and daisy,' / 
The primrose look'd so trim 

- She scorned to be lazy. 
And ever as she. did 

These pretty posies pull. 
She rose and fetch'd a sigh^ 
And wished her apron full. 

I hearing of her wish. 

Made bold to step unto her : 
Thinking her love to win 

I thus began to woo her. 
Fair maid, be not so coy, 

To kiss thee 1^ am bent : 
O fy, she cried, away ! 

Yet smiling gave consent. 



r 



Then did I kelp to pluck 

Of every flower that gr6w. 
No herb nor flower I miss, 
^ But only thyme and rue. 
Both she and I took pains 
To gather fbwers store. 
Until this maiden said, 
' Kind Sir, I'll have no more. 

Yet still my loving heart 

Did proffer mor6 to pull. 
No, Sir, quoth she. 111 part. 

Because mine apron's full. 
No, Sir, I'll take my leave ' -■ 

Till next we meet again, -y 
Rewards me with at kiss. 

And thanks me for my pain. 






/ 
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SECOND MR^. 



It was mjr chance of Jiate 

Where ^i$!)eetHtun'd cbix^fig ^iidr 
Hams^dimdUB i^usic yiejids^ ' 

I lent .ft lkte!|]^:^i»syr v^^^ 

Unto tbeir musict; iiare : 

At last mine e3re £4 gUnctf ^ ^^ 
Upon A 4a wellMr. 



I stept me close ^ide 

Und^ a hawthorn briar : 
Her passions hud her down 

O'er-rulM with fond desirep 
Alack^ fond maid^ she cried^ 

And straightway fell SLweejpng, 
Why sufiJExest thou thy heart js 

Widun a false one^ keepings 



Wherefore is Venus ipieeti^ ? 

WbcmmMs ad&tt in midd^ 
Obdurate td oUr ptBj^fn^ 

Or, like her fcmdHiig, blind : 
When we so'i^end oiif toves^ 

Whose fond e3qpiims6 is vaiik : 
For men are grown s6 i^^^ 

They cannot love agiilrii 

The queen dT love dodi know 
Be$t.bow the Butttear stands. 

And Hymen knows I loo^ 
To come within his bands. - 

My love best know my kwt^ - 

And love repays with hate. 
Was ever Virgin's love 

Sa mueh ui|f<^rt^Bate.. . ; 
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Did my Ibte fiiUte "prbVe^ 
Then had he cause to fly. 

But ril b« judged 1^ lore^ - 
I lov^d him G6n{tei(itly4 

I hearitig^of her ^Him' 

And strlv'd Wkb Ml' Af ^tir 
Tb cfaeet thIriMtdeittVhSKyt. 



'. . ..I 
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I did instruct her love, -' 

Where love might to repaid r ' ' 
Could I, quoth she^ find lovej 

IwereanhappyHiaidi 
I straight in k>ve replied^ . 

In methou love shalt fiqd^ 
So made the bargain sure^ 

And eas*di %he n^idep'^ i^indf.: : 



^i-^ 



« t 
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LV. 
VENUS'S SEARCH AFTER CUPID. 

[From Lawei't Aym, 1 663-3 

V 

B BAUTiBs, have ye seen a toy,. 
Called Love, a little boy ? 
Almost naked^ wanton, blind^ I ,. 
Cruel now, anithen as kindi. r. 
If he be amongst you^ aay, . : ' 

He is Venus' run-away. . ; . u.. 
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She that will but now discover 

I 

Where thi§ winged wag doth hover, 
Shall to night receive a kiss. 
How or where herself should wish; 
But who brings him to his mother^ 
Shall have that kiss and another. 

Marks he hath about him plenty. 
You shall know him among twenty. 
All his body is a fire. 
And his breath a. flame entire^ 
That brings shot (Jike lightning) in. 
Wounds the hearty but not the skin. 

Wings he hath which though he clip. 

He will leap from lip to lip. 

Over liver, lips, and heart. 

But ne'er stay in any part : 

And if by chance his arrow misses. 

He will shoot himself in kisses. 

He doth bear a golden bow. 
And a quiver hanging low. 
Full of arrows that outbrave 
Dian's shafts; what if he have 
Any head more sharp than other ? 
With that kiss he strikes his mother. 



/ 
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Still the fklr^ are his fuel^ 
When hi$ days are to be cruel^ 
Lovers' hearts are all his food, 
And his baths their^^^tdrmest blood. 
Nought but wounds his hands doth 
And M UMiiicAt meM teiOOJ 



•^j i' 



Trust him not, his woi^ds though sweet, 
Seldom With his Heart do iiif€%>^^^^'>T f^oiir* 
All his pricticte 4r dfedt* ^ ^^* ** 
Every gift it is a bait, ^ 

Not a WK'ftdt'pdIsim b&*i^> '' * ^ "* ^ * 
And most ^ttobkiti«!slSfl^.-''^ ^-^^^^ 

Idle minKtes are his reign^^ , . ^ • ? ? n 
Then the straggjter makes liis g^n^ ^^" ^ 
By preseQting maids i^A\toy$^ '^^^^l ,^^j, 
And would h^ve you thiblc/fiJi^ jp^jjj^/ 
Tis the ambition of the elf. 
To have all childish as himself. 






If by theie ye ptease^tb know hkm^f haA 
Beauties, be noMilce^ bur»hc«w4am^i 
Though ye^liaul a will to hide^Wi»y>«t'i<l 
Now I hojpNe yi**n not mbide hini^^ -^^^ 
Since ye hear hi! felser jJay/ ' ^ • ^.^^i/tl 
And that he's ViMius' ruft*alWlyt -» ^> 



Qlaci^amEABd.^ S8MI' 



^.'»if! ^'rt *'*"^ t5«?i >v, ^;'* isM 






LQVE AND GONSTANC¥> \ V 

A new Play-sopg. 

^f^'y' - ..:i- ••' ■■ " . ■ . • -.: ■■■' *•■ -'■ '^ 
[From a Royal GarJa94 of aew Son^, IfmQ* btadrletter, 

mike Pqpiar4l?oqfaioB.i i .. . i .\ • 

I NBVBR flajv^j^cr,6^,fiU,iw»i|^ , ,,,/! 

That couldflHr ,fiRi^ jp^jx^^ ,,,,.,, , - ., 
I liked and ventured many a vow^ 

But durst not think of lore^ 
^ Till beauty charming every sense^ 

An easy.^SMiquest made^ 
And shew'd the vainness of defence 

Wtfdn Phillis doth invade. 

;^ 1 

But ah^ her colder heart denies 

The thoughts her looks inspire^ 
And while in ice that frozen lies^ 

Hctjeyes dart only fire. 
BetweQii;cxtremes I am undone^ 

like plants to northwards setj 
Burnt by too.vident a sun^ 

Or cold £or .wiM2t of kext* A 

V<MU IT* A H 
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TwuLt hope and feai I tortured am^ 

And vainly wish for ease^ 
The more I struggle with my flame^ 

The more it doth increase. 
I woo'd and woo'd to be released 

From 1h(E«e tfoft ob^ f P^9^» 
But if I strive I'm more qpprest 

When PhiUis does invade^ 



O cruel laVe> why dost.Aou deign 

To wound me with such smarts 
And not an equal maft retain 

To melt her fro^n heart. 
Or does she struggle with the tena 

Victorious to be said I 
For if she docsi my h^ypes are >iraiii 

Though PhilUs does iijv^de,^ *• 



i» 
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LVII. 
UNGRATEFUL NANNY.. 

[By Charles Hamilton, Lord Binning.] 

JDiD ever swain a nymph adore^ - 

As I ungrateful Nanny do ? 
Was ever sheph^df s heart so sore I ' 

Was ever broken heart sO ttu^ ? 
My cheeks are swcfl'd with tears,"bUt'sli* 
Has never shed a tear far me. 



If Nannjr eall'd, did Robin stay ? 

Or linger when she bid me run ? ' 
She only had the word to say, 

And all she aslc^d .was quickly done ; 
I always thought on her, but she 
Would ncf'er bestow a thought on me. 

To let her cows my clover taste. 
Have I not rose by break of day ? 

When did her heifers ever fast. 
If Robin in his yard had hay ? 

Though to my fields they welcome were, 

I never welcome was to her. 
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If Nanny ever lost a sheep, 

I efaeerfuHy tlid give her two : 
Did not her lambs in safety sleep 

Within my folds in frost and snow i 
Have they not there from cpld bc^ free i 
But N^nny still is co}d to me? , ; 

• 

Whene'er I climVd our orchard trees. 
The ripest fruit was kept for Nan : 

Oh, hpw those hands that drown*d her bees 
Were stung ! Til ne'er forget the pain j 

Sweet were the combs, as sweet could he. 

But Nanny ne'er V>pk'd sweet on me? 



If Nanny tq the well did come, 
Twas I that did her pitchers fill ; 

Full as they were i brought thetii'toiiej^ 
Her corn I carried to the mill*'* • 'ii^ 

My back did bear her sacks, but she 

Woald never bear the sight of^ n^f^ y, /J 



•T 



To Nanny's poultry, oats I gave, 
I'm sure they always had the hekt i- 

Within this we^k her pigeons have 
Eat up a peck of peas at least : 

Her little pigeons kiss, but she ' 

Would pever take a kiss frofti me, 
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Must Robia -always. Ntnny woo i-. ^V 

And Nanny still on Robin frownr } 
Alas ! poor wretcb, what shall I dOiJ: 

If Naiiny does not love me soofl? 
"If no relief to me dicll bring f{ 

ru hang me in her apron string. - -; 



«■. ■ ■ / • 
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[By Si^ftebofi Aytoim,. Secretary of Slate ditriflf part of 
the reigtti of William and Abry> aodtltteepi Ann.] 

Vt H AT ihean9 thi& strangeness now (if late^ 

Since time must truth approve ? 
This distance. If ay consist with sta.te^. .. 

It cani:iot stand with love. ' 



n^ eith^ cunning or distrust 
That may si^ch ways allow : 

The firsjt.is hj^^^ the last upjust^ 
Let neither blemish vou. 
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For if yott m^n to draw me <5% ' * ^ 

Thcie neWs not half this art t 
And if you mean to have me gone. 

Veil over-act your part/ 

If kiudiitid^-cttosi yow ^sWi cofiHtnt,' ' ^ ^ 1 
Dismiss me with a frown, - : '^'-^ 

1*11 give you all the love that's spent, j ' ^^\ 
The rest shall be my own. 



/i 
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THE DUKE OF SUFFOLK'S ADJMtESS .IP 
: : QUEEN. KATHERINiB^o^.ii it yO 

[From the searc^ H^I^a|lce.of ** Albioi^'«Qiieeii^''4t&. I till.] 

•.•■\ -. 
■ :» . • ■ .. .■.■■.',■•'{-• i '- ^t ■. : i 

<* The Duke of Suffblke on the other side, as well furi^Af^ 
in all respects, hothth^ dduhted the good rai^c^flte of)iis 
adventure, beihg borne ^bf a nobl^- fkmefie Viamt,-aid 
well exercised in the feates of armes, reputed for the 
goodlyest gentleman in the universall countrey of Eng- 
land: so laying aside his courtly delightes used 'm the 
blooming time of his youth, and putting on invincible, 
iirme and approved magnanimitie of body, he came the 
nyi;ht before the combat should be tryed to Queene Ka- 
therines chamber window, being both prisonerJl in one 



OLD BALLADS. 



$B$ 



Tower, nothing but a wall betweene their seyerall lodg- 
inges, where as the Duke of Suffolke »ung these verses 
following." 

RbvbWgs^ riog out thyknell^ let truth appear 
To change my bitter springs to waters clear : 
Go pack^ Despair^ thy sight I do disdiain, 
My knightly deeds bright honour, shall obtain. 

Faint Fear^ dblodge thee from my noble breast| 
Thou art no friend of mine, nor wished guest : 
for Coward Captain wins no stately forts^ 
Nor rotten bark arrives in pleasant ports. 

Assurance tells the secrets of my hearty 
That Falsehood shall receive his due desert^ 
I^roud Envy then shall not obst^ure the light 
Of Honour's brightness with his hateful spite. 

Oh sacred heairens^ accomplish my desfre I 
■ That J may quench the heat of Envy's fire ; 
Tyhereby my sad and discontented mind 
May gc^^tle solace and sweet comfort find. 
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QUEEN KATHERINE*3 SONG TO THE 
DUKE OF SUFFOLK. 

Ijroop luck "conduct tKy mindl unto c^dti^^t^ 
To conquer hini that is so lewdly t)ent, * " ' 
To set derision 'twixt my lord and me. 
In spcnling'of my blooming chastitj^. 

Stay stately pride> climb up thy steps no higfaieif^ 
But soon disgorge thy hot ambitious fire. 
For if queen Katherine evet lived so. 
Let gravelled grav^ be cradle, for her wdf, - 
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Suspicion. leave to' Vex liuch wortlgrivi^ts 
Which spend their days in virtue's sweet dlsligfits. 
Nor let the cruelty of spiteful foes 
Plant' up a ddck, unroot' a smellmgroseT 

I • 

r 

Victorious pomp will shortly seek to crown 
Thy princely brows with garlands of renown, 
Which evermore shall spring and flourish green. 
For thus defending of a wronged queen, 
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LXI. 

THE MARQUIS OF MONTOOSE'S 

Address to his Mistress. 

[James Graham, Marquis of Montrose, was bom in I6I29 
:^^,jnpdex^iitedby«rder of the Republican GoTemment, 
fortreasonagainstthestate, in 1650. Clareiidonsays he 
welldeserred to hare his memory -presenred and cele- 
brated amongst the most illustrious persons of the age in 
.which he liyed. The following poem is taken from 
Watson's Karce collection of Scotch Poemsi part S, 
1711.] • 

My dear, and only love, I pray ^ 

This noble world of thee. 
Be govem*d by no other sway. 

But purest monarchy. 
^ For if confusion have a part. 

Which virtuous souls abhor, . ^ 

And hold a synod in thy heart, 

1*11 never love thee morei. 
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Xike Alexander I will reign. 

And I will reign alone. 
My thoughts shall evermore disdain 

A rival on my throne. 
He either fears his fate too iniich. 

Or hfs deserts are small. 
That puts it not unto the touch, 
. To win or lose it all. 
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But I must rule and govern still. 

And always give the law ; 
AM bav6 each subject at tnf wiH, 

And all to stand in awe. 
But 'gainst my battery if I find 

Thou shuft'st the prize so. $orej 
As that tl^ou set'st me up a blind^ 

I'll ricv^r 16^^ thee mot^. 



Of ktibe einpir^ of thy b«art^ . > j,/. 
Where I should solely be^ 

Another do^ pretend a part, > Jt 

* • 

And dares to vie with me. 
Or if committees thou ejcect .. ' 

And goes on such a score, 
' I'll sing and laugh at thy neglect. 
And never love thee more.. , . 



But if thou wih be^onotiint dittrij */ 

And faithful .of my word, 
rU make thee glorious hy my pen^ 

And fatticAis by my sword, 
ril iserve thee in such noble waj^ 

Was never heard before : 
I'll crown and deck thee all with bays,^ 

And love thee evermore. 
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My dear and only Xiove, take hef^ ■ 

Lest thou thyself 6±^e^ 
And let all lon^ng Idrers feed » 

Upon such looks as those. ' ^' '■ ■ 
A marble wall then 'build about^' 

Be^et without a door. 
But if thou let thy heart fly out, 

ni never love; thee more. • 

Let not their oaths, like vollies shot, 

Make any breach at all ; 
Nor smoothness of their language plot 

Which way to scale the wall f 
Nor balls of wild fire. Love, consume* 

The shrine which I adore a 
For if such smoke about thee fume, 

ru never love thee more* 
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I think thy virtues be too strong ■ 

To suflfer by surprise : 
Which victuali'd by my love so longy 

The siege at length must rise^ 
And leave thee ruled m that healthy 

And state thou was before. 
But if thou turn a common- wealtb> - 

V\\ never love thee more. 



But if by. fraud, or by cotisent^ 

Thy heart to ruin come, 
ru sound no thimpet as I wont/ 

Nor march by tuck of drum ; 
But hold ihy arms like ^signs, up^ 

Thy falsho6d to deplbre. 
And bitterly will sigh and weep. 

And lievcr love thee more. 



Ill dp with,thee"ias Nerd cBd, ' 

When Rome was set on fire,- 

Not only all relief forbid, 

But to a hill retire ; 
• if , • 

'And scorn to shed a tear to see 

Thy spirit grchvn sd'pobr, ^ 
Biit smiling sing until I die, 
ru nev^r love thee rtior«. 
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Yet for4he Love I bare thee oncej 

Lest that thy name shoiald die^ 
A monument of marble ston^^^ 

The truth shall testify ; 
Thsfi every pilgriin passing by^^ , , 

May pity and deplore 
My case, and read the reason why 

I can love thee no more. 
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The golden laws of love sh^ll be 
Upon this pillar hung, ^ ^ . 

A simple hearty a single eye, 

' A true ^nd constant tongue^ , . 

Ltetfio pxan lipr moi:c l^ve pre|:end 
Than he has hearts in stor^ : 

Tru€ loye begun shall never ^nd;, 
Love one and love no more. 



Then shall thy heart be §et by n^hei 

But in far different case : 
For mine was true, so was not thine^ 

But look'd like Janus' fac^. 
For as the waves with every wind. 

So sails thou every shore, , 

And leaves ray constant heart behind 

How can I love thee more ! 
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